



Train al Home-Be a RADIO Technician 

Now More Make*30 $ 40*50 a M feek Than Ever 


Radio offers beginners a quick 
way to more pay. There’s room now 
in nearly every neighborhood tor 
more spare and full time Radio 
Technicians! 

Many make $5, $10 a week EXTRA 
MONET fixing Radios in spare time 
While learning. Many are opening 
their own shops .. . making $30, $40, 
$50 a week. Others take good pay 
jobs as Radio Technicians and Op¬ 
erators with Radio Stations, Manu¬ 
facturers, Aviation, Police. Com¬ 
mercial, Government Radio and 
Public Address Systei ' ‘ * 


Whimmwmm. 


YES" IM CONVINCE 
THAT / CAN MAKE GOOD 
MONEY IN HADtO. 

I'M GOING TO START 
TRAINING FOR RADIO 
RIGHT NOW. 
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You Let Me PROVE 
YOU o New Mon? 


M EN—Meet J. G. O’Brien, of California, one 
of my Silver Cup Winners! Look at that 
strong neck—those broad, handsome, perfectly 
proportioned shoulders—that muscled chest and 
stomach. Read what he says: “Look at me 
NOW! ‘Dynamic Tension’ WORKS! I’m proud 
of the natural, easy way you have made me an 
‘Atlas Champion’!” 


SK 



No "ifs,” “ands,” or “maybes.” Just tell me where you 
want handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and flabby ? 
Or skinny and gawky? Are you short-winded, pepless? 
Do you hold back and let others walk off with the prettiest 
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here's how 
YOU CAN LEARN 
TO PLAY „ 

FOR LESS 
THAN f4| 
A DAY I 
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World’s Greatest Collection 
Strange and Secret Photographs 

XTOW you can travel round the world with the 
i ’ most daring adventurers. You can see with 
your own eyes, the weirdest peoples on earth. You 
witness the strangest customs of the red, white, 
brown, black and yellow races. You attend their 
startling rites, their mysterious practices. They 
are all assembled for you in these five great vol¬ 
umes of THE SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND. 

600 LARGE PAGES 

Here is the World’s Greatest Collection of 
Etrangv and Secret Photographs. Here are Exotic 
Photos from Europe, Primitive Photos from 
Africa, Torture Photos from Asia, Female 
Photos from Oceania and America, and hun¬ 
dreds of others. There are almost 600 LARGE 
PAGES of Strange & Secret Photographs, each 
page 57 square inches in size! 

1,000 REVEALING PHOTOS 

You see actual courtship practiced in every 
quarter of the world. You see magic and mys- 


Contents of 5-Volume Set 

Volume 1—The Secret Album of Africa 
Volume 2—The Secret Album of Europe 
Volume 3—The Secret Album of Asia 
Volume 4—The Secret Album of America 
Volume 5—The Secret Album of Oceania 


le strangest customs of 
in America, Europe, etc. 
rildered by these large 
pages of ONE THOUSAND PHO¬ 
TOGRAPHS including 130 full-page 
photos, and thrilled by the hundreds 
of short stories that describe them. 

5 GREAT VOLUMES 

The SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND consists of five 
picture-packed volumes (solidly bound together for con¬ 
venient reading). Dip into any one of these volumes, and 
as yon turn its pages, you find it difficult to tear yourself 
away. Here, in story and unusual photo, 1 b the WORLD’S 
GREATEST COLLECTION OF STRANGE AND SECRET 
PHOTOGRAPHS, containing everything from Female 
Beauty Round the World to the most Mysterious Cults and 
Customs. These hundreds and hundreds of large pages 
Will give you days and nights of thrilling in struction. 

Specimen Photos 

Various Secret Societies—Civilized Love vs. Savage— 
Exotic Rites and Cults—Strange Crimes, Criminals— 
is & Taboos—Mysterious Customs—Dress 
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The dazzling Miss Strong knew 
nothing about men and their 
evil ways, but she could handle 
the natives, and she had a mind 
of her own. However, when 
Mulcahy decided her education 
had been neglected, she proved 
the aptest pupil any ship - 
wrecked sailor ever had! 


The woman was coming at him with a knife— 


SAILOR’S 
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T HEY had four oars in the 
beginning, and they rowed 
for six days without a scrap 
of chow, because there was noth¬ 
ing in the boat except a keg of 
water. Then one of the oars broke, 
and the Finn jumped into the sea, 
crazed by the heat, brandishing 
another oar, and shouting that he 
was walking a tightrope. 

Next day Kentucky broke one 
of the two remaining oars over 
Welshy’s head, and leaped over¬ 
board, pulling Welshy with him. 


LUCK CLIVE TRENT 
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That left Mulcahy, Brooklyn, and 
Cannck. Brooklyn died first, and 
Mulcahy and Canuck had just 
strength enough to heave him 
overboard. It might have been 
hours or it might have been days 
later that Canuck said: 

“Too hot for me, buddy. Me, 
I’m for cool water.” 

He grinned, and stepped into the 
sea. Mulcahy tried to hold him, 
but he was too weak. Canuck’s 
head disappeared, his hand, with 
waggling fingers, showed above 
the surface for a moment longer— 
and then Mulcahy was alone. 


sort of liking for the looey, though 
Flint-face had characterized him 
in unprintable words as a pest, a 
nuisance, a drunken ruffian, and a 
disgrace to-the Navy. 

He must have dozed, for sud¬ 
denly Canuck seemed to be shak¬ 
ing him by the shoulder and shout¬ 
ing, “Land!” 


lyfULCAHY had been in the brig, 
for talking back to a petty 
officer, when the destroyer was 
torpedoed. Old Flint-face, the 
lieutenant, remembered him, and 
unlocked the door personally. 
“We’re sinking,” he said. “When 
you report for duty, advise your 
superior officer that you’ve got an¬ 
other week to serve.” That was 
all. 

Swimming in the darkness, Mul¬ 
cahy saw the lifeboat bobbing near 
him, and got hauled aboard. When 
the sun rose, there wasn’t any¬ 
thing else floating to be seen. 

It happened somewhere off New 
Guinea. On the map, the Pacific 
seems to be studded with islands, 
but it is a big piece of water, and 
there hadn’t been sight of land 
since their ship went down. 

Mulcahy sat huddled in the boat. 
He thought of Norfolk, Newport, 
and the friendly streets of New 
London, and wondered whether 
he’d ever see them again. He 
thought of Flint-face, and hoped 
he had been drowned. Then he 
hoped he hadn’t. He had a queer 


lyfULCAHY opened his eyes and 
eased his pain-racked body 
and realized again he wa,s alone. 
Straight ahead of him rose a noble 
mountain, and under it was a 
stretch of foreshore, a beautiful 
white shingly beach. A current 
was driving the boat directly 
toward the island. 

Mulcahy stared incredulously. 
He must have slept quite a long 
time, for there had been no sign 
of land when Canuck left 
That had been at dawn, and it was 
now mid-afternoon. Mulcahy won¬ 
dered whose island it was, and 
whether the Japs had gobbled it 
yet. 

Now he could see the shore un¬ 
folding. He could see a small clus¬ 
ter of houses, and, between them 
and the shore, a luxurious jungle. 
A figure was moving on the beach. 
And then Mulcahy’s heart beat a 
quick tattoo. She was bathing— 
bathing in the surf, a native wom¬ 
an with an exquisite golden skin, 
and she didn’t seem to be wear¬ 
ing anything. Her back was toward 
him, and she was standing on one 
foot, and attempting to insert the 
other through the opening of a 
little grass skirt. 

Seen from the back, she looked 
awfully good to Mulcahy. Her 
form was plump, and the long, 
black hair that hung about her re- 
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vealed tantalizing glimpses of two 
perfect shoulders. As she stooped, 
Mulcahy could see one plump, firm 
little breast, peeking out through 
the fold of her arm. 

The current was carrying the 
boat forward with increasing velo¬ 
city. Suddenly it careened on a 
submerged rock, and Mulcahy 
went splashing into the water. At 
the sound, the girl turned, and 
uttered a little scream. Mulcahy 
waded toward her, gesturing, and 
calling out that he wasn’t going 
to hurt her. 

She didn’t seem much afraid. 
She stood watching him, with the 
little grass skirt in place. Mul¬ 
cahy gained the beach, and col¬ 
lapsed in a faint at her feet. 

UE WAS lying in a little open 
- A space in the rattan jungle, 
through which the sea was visible. 
High overhead, seeming to sail 
among the clouds, he could see 
the mountain peak. 

But Mulcahy took little interest 
in the panorama, for the girl was 
seated beside him, two adorable 
bare golden legs crossed under the 
grass skirt, and two small breasts 
slightly pendant above it. Mulcahy 
looked at her through half-closed 
eyelids, and knew that he hadn’t 
been mistaken. She had the form 
of a young Venus. And Mulcahy 
had an odd feeling in his chest, as 
if the girl’s bosom had recently 
been pressed against it. 

Mulcahy said: “American sail¬ 
or. Torpedoed. Hungry.” 

She laughed melodiously. “Yes, 
I know, American,” she answered. 
“I go to bring you something to 
eat.” 

She rose, looking about her. 


Mulcahy saw a shiny, yellow robe 
crumpled up on the grass. The 
girl shook it out, and began put¬ 
ting it about her. It was a grace¬ 
ful sarong, and it enveloped her 
lithe figure to the ankles. 

“Wait a minute,” said Mulcahy, 
putting out his hand, and catching 
the end of the robe. “I’m not as 
hungry as all that. I mean—wait 
just a minute. What’s the name 
of this island, and who owns it?” 

“This island Little Banda, Dutch 
island. Now everybody go, except 
Commandant Overijssel, and Eng¬ 
lish Colonel, name of Mildmay, and 
the nurse who stays with the sick. 
This island was sanitarium island 
—you understand!” 

“Yeah, I get you,” said Mulcahy. 
“Jap man not come yet?” 

“Not yet. We wait for him. No¬ 
where for us to go. The American 
planes fly over us, but never come 
to take us away.” 

“And what’s your name?” 

“Me I am G-reta. My father 
Dutch, rfry mother Bandese.” 

“Huh! Married, Greta?” 

She laughed again. “Oh yes, 
three times. My last husband leave 
me last week on a fish-boat. I do 
not like being not married for so 
long. What’s your name?” 

“You can call me Mulcahy. Say, 
I don’t mind you being married, 
not the least bit in the world. Come 
here!” 

SUDDENLY Mulcahy was aware 
^ that his strength had come back 
to him. He drew the girl toward 
him by her sarong, and then he 
drew off the sarong, and Greta 
sat down with her ankles crossed, 
and cuddled up against him. Mul¬ 
cahy put his arm around her and 
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drew her closer. He felt her firm 
flesh yield under the pressure of 
his fingers. Her golden skin was 
satin-smooth and cool. 

“You want to come to my house 
in the jungle and be my man?” 
she asked, glancing at him coyly 
through her lashes. 

“Um—maybe, but what’s the 
hurry about that?” asked Mul- 
cahy. 

“Me I’m afraid of Mees Strong.” 

“Who’s that?” 

“She is the nurse who stayed to 
take care of the sick when the 
others went away. All the girls 
are afraid ef her. She says it is 
wicked to love mans.” 

“Say, how old is this Miss 
Strong?” 

“She is—fifty, maybe. She is 
what you call a hellion, with a face 
like a sour durian fruit. She must 
not find us. I will take you to my 
house where you will be safe from 
the Japs when they come.” 

“We’ll talk about it later,” said 
Mulcahy, running his fingers over 
Greta’s shoulders. 

She sighed, and snuggled closer. 
Her arms went out about his neck, 
and he heard her breathing 
quicken. Then her lips clamped 
themselves upon his with sudden 
violence, and she lay taut in his 
arms. Through the tensed muscles 
of her body little vibrations 
seemed to run, and he could feel 
the hard drumming of her heart 
against his own. The cushions of 
her breasts were flat and resilient 
against him. 

And suddenly a white woman 
stepped into the little glade, and 
Greta tore herself away with a 
little cry, and sat up, holding her 
hands across her breasts. 


TT WAS Miss Strong, of course, 
and she wasn’t fifty, or thirty 
either. She was a girl of about 
twenty-three, with flaxen hair 
arranged severely under her 
nurse’s cap. Beneath her plain blue 
uniform Mulcahy could see the out* 
lines of her bosom, and Greta 
hadn’t anything on her. Miss 
Strong looked more like an angel 
than any woman Mulcahy had seen 
since he left the Brooklyn Navy 
Yard. 

But she looked like an avenging 
angel, for her face was set in rigid 
disapproval as she looked from 
Greta to Mulcahy. 

“Who is this man?” she de¬ 
manded. 

Greta began explaining volubly 
in a mixture of her own speech, 
Dutch, and English, of which latter 
Mulcahy could distinguish only 
words “American,” “shipwreck,” 
and “torpedo.” When she had fin¬ 
ished, Miss Strong demanded: 

“And what were you doing sit¬ 
ting there so close to him, wearing 
only your skirt? Aren’t you 
ashamed of yourself? Go to your 
hut, and I shall have a serious talk 
with you later.” 

It was evident that Miss Strong 
was a commanding personality, 
for Greta slipped away through 
the jungle without another word. 
Miss Strong looked icily at Mul- 
eahy, and he had never seen sueh 
an angel. 

“So you are an American sailor 
and have been torpedoed?” she 
asked. 

“Yes, ma’am. I’m a Staten 
Island man, .name of Mulcahy— 
Ignatius Mulcahy, which being my 
name, I prefer to be called Mul-. 
cahy. My destroyer was torpedoed 
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“Aren’t you ashamed of yourself?” she asked. “Go to your hut.” 


a week ago. There was five of us 
in the boat, and I’m the last of 
them. Just got ashore an hour or 
so ago.” 

“I’m Agnes Strong, in charge of 
the hospital here. We’re expect¬ 
ing the Japanese any hour. Mean¬ 
while, we’re trying to carry on in 
a Christian way. You’ve made a 
bad beginning, Mulcahy, with that 
girl, but I guess sh^s as much to 
blame as you are. You’ll under¬ 
stand we’re a moral community on 
Little Banda, and I shall expect 


you to conduct' yourself as an 
American sailor. 

“Staten Island, did you say? My 
home’s in Tompkinsville. I should 
like to feel I can look for your 
cooperation in helping to maintain 
decency and Christian morals so 
long as we’re free to carry on my 
work. I shall take you to Com¬ 
mandant Overijssel, who’s in 
charge here.” 

“Thank you, ma ’am. And if you 
should happen to have any chow— 
it’s a week since I’ve eaten—” 
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“Why, yon poor man! ’ ’ Mnlcahy 
knew he was passing ont. He felt 
Miss Strong’s arm about him, and 
he knew he was limping up 
through the jungle, and she was 
half leading and half carrying him. 
He felt the thrilling warmth of her 
bosom, and tried to keep on his 
feet. But he was all out by the 
time the jungle ended, and he saw 
the hospital before him. 


ly/TULCAHY had eaten, though 
he was still only half-con¬ 
scious of that fact. Warm soup, 
ladled down his throat by the soft, 
yet firm and capable hands of Miss 
Agnes Strong, had brought about 
a refreshing sleep, from which 
Mulcahy emerged to find himself 
lying in a bed with sheets and 
pillow-cases, in a small room. 

It took quite a little time for 
Mulcahy to remember. Then a 
groan broke from his throat. He 
remembered Greta, and how soft 
and warm her breasts had been. 
And that damned nurse had inter¬ 
fered just when things were be¬ 
coming interesting. 

That groan must have been a 
loud one, for of a sudden Miss 
Strong was at his bedside, stand¬ 
ing there in her blue uniform, 
looking down at him. Looking so 
heavenly that all thoughts of Greta 
vanished on the instant. 

“Poor man, are you in pain?” 
she asked. “You must try to get 
a good sleep.” 

“What’s the time?” asked Mul¬ 


cahy. 

“It’s nearly midnight. You’ve 
been asleep for seven hours.” 

“What’s that noise?” asked Mul¬ 
cahy. From somewhere not far 
away he could hear something near 


a riot, shouting, cursing, laughter. 

Her eyes grew hard. “It’s from 
Abrams’s hotel,” she answered. 
“It’s those men who couldn’t get 
away. They’re drinking—drink¬ 
ing, when the Japanese may arrive 
to kill us all at any moment.” 

“Say, Miss Strong, listen— 
couldn’t I have just a little drink 
to help me get to sleep?” 

“Most certainly not! Liquor is 
all you sailors think about. I won’t 
say I’m surprised, after the dis¬ 
tressing occurrence of this after¬ 
noon, but intoxicants are one thing 
that I shall never permit in this 
hospital, except under medical 
prescription. 

“Now let me turn you over, and 
you try to get a good night’s 
sleep,” she added. “I’ve got my 
other patients to attend to. How 
are you feeling now? Better? Of-'" 
course you are. Remember you’re 
an American, Mulcahy, and I’m 
counting on you to show the moral 
discipline that is our heritage.” 

Miss Strong’s hand rested like 
a feather on Mulcahy’s brow for 
a moment, and then she was gone. 


TI/ITJLCAHY had never wanted a 
drink as badly as he did then. 
The uproar from the hotel seemed 
to be increasing, and the thought 
of the drinks being dispensed there 
was gall to Mulcahy’s spirit. He 
got out of bed and edged to the 
door. Opposite him was a ward, 
in which a number of humped up 
figures were visible. Suddenly a 
woman’s voice rang out in shrill 
tones of terror. Mulcahy backed 
away hastily, returned to his room, 
and stood in his hospital night¬ 
gown, looking out through the 
open window. 
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He saw a street fringed with 
palms, and the shouting seemed to 
be coming from just around the 
corner. In the moonlight the street 
looked romantic, and the sounds of 
revelry added just the irresistible 
touch to the glamor of the scene. 
Mulcahy tiptoed to a closet to get 
his clothes. 

The closet was empty. 

Mulcahy suppressed a groan, 
fearful of bringing Miss Strong 
back upon his trail. He looked out 
again. The window was only about 
fifteen feet from the ground, and 
there was a strong creeper that 
would bear his weight. Mulcahy’s 
limbs and body went into action 
simultaneously with the thought. 
In a moment he was embracing the 
creeper, and he slid down, till he 
arrived at the bottom with barked 
shins amid a clutter of leaves. 

"Abrajns’s bar-room was packed. 
Mulcahy’s -instantaneous view was 
of soldiers in British uniforms, 
soldiers in Dutch uniforms, brown 
men in the uniforms of native 
auxiliaries; also of brown girls in 
sheer sarongs, some sitting in 
chairs, others upon the knees of 
soldiers. 

And then Mulcahy saw Greta. 
She was sitting on the knees of 
a Dutch officer, in a little booth, 
and they were both drinking out 
of the same glass, so that their 
faces were together. The Dutch¬ 
man’s thick hand was around 
Greta, and his fingers were tug¬ 
ging at the upper edge of the 
sarong, so that more and more of 
Greta’s breasts was coming into 
view. 

The Dutchman looked about 
fifty. He was red-faced and surly, 
and built like a bull; his face was 


mean and scowling, and he was 
evidently as much native as he was 
Dutch. Mulcahy didn’t like him. 

His nightgowned figure crossed 
the intervening space at a single 
bound. “Get out of there!” he 
roared. 

The other’s hand went to the 
automatic in his holster. Mul¬ 
cahy ’s fist caught the Dutchman 
on the jaw and sent him spinning 
to the floor. Greta screamed, then 
recognized Mulcahy, ran to him, 
and rested her head upon his 
breast. M u 1 c a h y ’ s arm went 
around her, and then he turned to 
face the howling mob. 

“That’s Commandant Ove- 
rijssel!” somebody bawled. 

“To hell with him!” shouted 
Mulcahy. “Any Yanks here who ’ll 
buy a shipwrecked gob a drink!” 

TTEIERE didn’t seem to be any 
A Americans in the crowd, but 
the barkeep, a bald, paunchy 
Dutchman, said, “You’ve come to 
the right shop, Yank. All drinks 
are free. What’ll you have?” 

“How come, free?” asked Mul¬ 
cahy suspiciously. “I never heard 
of drinks being free.” 

“Because the Japs are coming,” 
explained an English soldier. 
“They’re going to cut our bloom¬ 
ing kidneys out, and we’re drink¬ 
ing up all the liquor, so we can 
die drunk while they’re sober. 
Bloody good joke on the sons of 
heaven, what, mate?” 

“And all we can’t drink up to¬ 
night goes into the gutter,” said 
a Dutchman. 

“Wow!” roared Mulcahy in¬ 
dignantly. He snatched the bottle 
of whisky that the barkeep thrust 
before him, filled a tumbler to the 
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top and drained it. He filled the 
glass up again, while the crowd 
looked on, gaping. 

Greta, at Mulcahy’s side, 
screamed. Mulcahy whirled. The 
Commandant had got on his feet, 
and was staggering toward him. 
He was very drunk, and also 
groggy from his knockout. He was 
holding his automatic, and the 
muzzle was describing a succession 
of wide circles. 

Two soldiers leaped at him and 
held his arms. “Put that man un¬ 
der arrest,” bawled Overijssel in 
guttural English. “Call a firing- 
squad! He’s a spy, dropped from 
that Jap plane that was over 
Banda this afternoon!” 

Silence followed, but Mulcahy 
could see the crowd instinctively 
separating into two parts. On the 
one side, the British, on the other 
the Dutch and natives. And the 
Anglo-Saxons were outnumbered 
four to one. 

It wasn’t that there was any¬ 
thing but brotherhood between 
them, but they were getting ready 
for a fine old ruckus, and they were 
all roaring tight. 

But at that moment the door was 
pushed back, and a white-haired 
officer entered. He limped, and 
carried a cane, and one arm was 
in a sling. 

“What’s the trouble?” he asked, 
looking about him. 

“This swine claims to be an 
American. He’s a Jap spy, and he 
assaulted me. He’s, going to stand 
before a firing-squad! ’ ’ bawled 
Overijssel. 

“Nonsense, man, go home and 
sleep it off,” said Colonel Mildmay, 
limping forward. 


“Get him!” roared Overijssel, 
trying to reach Mulcahy. 

AS THE Dutch swarmed for- 
ward, Mulcahy turned and let 
the Commandant have it with his 
left, on the other jaw. That was 
enough for Overijssel, but next 
instant there was a free for all, 
in which Mulcahy seemed to be 
completely forgotten. Bottles were 
crashing down on heads, fists were 
colliding with faces, the girls were 
screaming, and Mulcahy’s interest 
rose to fever point. 

“Whirroo!” he yelled, and pre¬ 
pared to hurl himself into the 
thick of it. But Colonel Mildmay !s 
hand upon his arm restrained him, 
and he suffered himself to be 
drawn a little aside from the thick 
of the melee. 

“Who the devil are you1”'aske(j 
the Colonel. ^ 

“American seaman,, sir.: Torpe¬ 
doed. Made this damn ’ island after 
six days in a boat. Miss Strong 
put me in the hospital, and took 
my clothes away. I’d like my 
clothes, sir.” 

“I’ll speak to her. What’s your 
name? Well, Mulcahy, I’ve been 
trying to get a few men together 
to organize a defense when the 
Japs come. There are arms in 
Government House. But the Com¬ 
mandant’s been drunk for days— 
everybody’s drunk, and I’m 
crippled with shell wounds. All 
these men escaped in sailboats 
from Singapore and Java. - What 
can we do, Mulcahy?” 

“Glory be!” shouted Mulcahy. 
“I’ll sober them up, sir.” 

With a roar he snatched two 
jagged sections of bottles, and 
leaped into the battle, wielding his 
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weapons impartially on Dutch and 
English alike, but striking with es¬ 
pecial efficiency at each dusky face 
he saw. 

“Line up, ye dogs! The fight’s 
over. It’s a draw!” he bawled. 
“Git over there, all of you! Line 
up and listen to me! I’m Com¬ 
mandant Mulcahy now, and I’m 
leading you against the little 
brown brothers, under Colonel 
Whosits here. Line up, I’m tell¬ 


ing ye, or I’ll crack ye all over 
the heads again!” 

Grinning, bleeding and battered, 
some twoscore soldiers lined up 
against the wall. 

“We’re getting arms from Gov¬ 
ernment House,” said Mulcahy, 
“and we’re defending Banda and 
its glorious womanhood against 
the brown marauders. Go and get 
armed, ye whelps.” 

“Arrest him!” shouted Ove- 
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rijssel, swaying up from the floor, 
where he had been lying since the 
second knockout. “He’s a spy, I 
tell you—” 

“Put him somewhere to sleep it 
off,” said Muleahy, and two Eng¬ 
lish soldiers grabbed the Com¬ 
mandant and hustled him through 
the doorway. 

“One thing first,” interposed 
Colonel Mildmay. “Smash every 
bottle in the place.” 

A chorus of groans answered 
him. “One more drinkk first, sir,” 
pleaded Muleahy. 

TNTO an inferno of crashing 

bottles, and across a floor ankle- 
deep in wine and beer, stepped a 
young girl in a blue uniform. She 
looked like an angel, but an aveng¬ 
ing angel, and, at the sight of her, 
'' the noisiest of the rioters sub¬ 
sided into sheepish silence. 

Only Muleahy wasn’t aware of 
her presence for a moment or two. 
He was seated in the little booth 
but just now occupied by the Com¬ 
mandant, and he had the same girl, 
Greta, on his knee. Greta’s sa¬ 
rong had slipped down so far that 
it really didn’t hide much above 
her waist, and her lips and Mul¬ 
eahy’s had met on the rim of the 
glass of whisky—that last drink 
that Colonel Mildmay had gra¬ 
ciously accorded. 

The smashing of the bottles 
really represented a triumph for 
morality and sobriety and all the 
principles that Agnes Strong be¬ 
lieved in, but of course . she 
couldn’t be expected to understand, 
the significance of this frenzy. 

Muleahy was saying, “Sure I’ll 
come to your house in the jungle, 
darling, but I’ve got to whip 


these-s into shape first. We’re 

fighting,” Muleahy hiccoughed— 
“fighting for the purity of our 
—hie—glorious womanhood on 
Banda Island, against the—hie— 
shons of heaven.” 

“But I do not like being un¬ 
married so long,” protested Greta, 
snuggling closer. “You will come 
soon, Muleahy?” 

“First minute I can get away;” 
said Muleahy—and then he looked 
straight into the blue eyes of the 
avenging angel. 

“I might have expected this,” 
said Miss Strong in withering 
tones. “Sneaking out of the hos¬ 
pital the moment my back was 
turned, to gratify your bestial 
cravings for alcohol! Sneaking out 
in your nightshirt! Aren’t you 
ashamed of yourself, Muleahy, sit¬ 
ting there with bare feet, with your 
arm around that wicked' girl? 
Don’t pretend you’re not.making 
love to her, for I know better. 
You’re a corrupting influence on 
Banda, Muleahy. You’re a drunken 
pest, a nuisance, and a disgrace to 
the American Navy. You, a Staten 
Island man!” 

Muleahy winced. Her words 
stung him to the quick, for they 
were almost identically the same 
that old Flint-face had used about 
him—poor old Flint-face, probably 
mouldering in his watery grave. 

They stung him to retort. “I 
want my clothes,” he yelled. “What 
right ’ve you got to take—hie— 
take away—shailor’s clothes? And 
I ain’t here to sin. Greta and I 
was talking about things you 
wouldn’t understand. And I’m 
Commandant here, and organizing 
the defense in behalf of Banda’s 
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glorious pure womanhood, all col¬ 
ors of—hie—rainbow.” 

“You’re certainly drunk,” said 
Miss Strong calmly. “I wash my 
hands of you. You’ll find your 
clothes on the steps of the hos¬ 
pital, when you’re sober enough to 
find your way there. As for you” 
—she turned to Greta— “if you’ve 
a spark of decency remaining, 
you’ll get back to your hut and 
stay there!” 

TT WAS astonishing how much 

work could be done in a mini¬ 
mum of time. Mulcahy, regarbed 
in his sailor’s outfit, went about 
raging, and using his fists freely, 
and soon had secured the enthu¬ 
siastic cooperation^ of his motley 
crew. There were machine-guns, 
rifles, and a considerable supply 
of ammunition in Government 
House, and well before dawn the 
defenders had become a disci¬ 
plined little force. 

Colonel Mildmay directed the 
work, while Overijssel, whose face 
was badly swollen, had disap¬ 
peared. The machine-guns were 
placed in positions around the 
building. There was no time to dig 
trenches, till other defense meas¬ 
ures had been completed, but 
barricades were constructed along 
the approaches, and two field guns, 
relics of past wars, were placed 
to command the main approach, 
though the ammunition for them 
had not yet been discovered. 

Finally, supplies of food were 
brought in from the stores. Mild¬ 
may intended to make Govern¬ 
ment House the focus of the 
defense. 

Toward dawn he said to Mul¬ 
cahy, “We’d best evacuate the 


hospital. Those Japs won’t re¬ 
spect it. Take six men with you 
and bring back all the inmates. If 
any can’t walk, you’ll find stretch¬ 
ers there. And don’t be—ah— 
bulldozed, I think you call it, by 
that Strong woman.” 

Mulcahy, smarting under the re¬ 
membrance of Miss Strong’s whip¬ 
lash of a tongue, accepted the com¬ 
mission with joy. He halted his 
men outside the hospital, and ham¬ 
mered on the door. 

Agnes Strong looked morfe than 
ever like an angel in the dressing- 
robe that she had thrown over her 
night attire. Her fair hair was 
hanging down her back, and she 
was fumbling with one hand at the 
top button of her' pajamas, which 
kept slipping through her fingers, 
disclosing the upper slopes of two 
perfect breasts. 

Mulcahy knew for sure that 
Greta hadn’t anything Miss 
Strong didn’t have, and his tri¬ 
umph was blended with other feel¬ 
ings. Even Misfe Strong’s icy 
attitude couldn’t destroy his satis¬ 
faction. 

“We’re evacuating all the pa¬ 
tients to Government House,” he 
explained. “And we’re taking 
them now.” 

“You’ll do no such thing, and 
how dare you come here disturbing 
us at this hour in the night?” Miss 
Strong demanded. 

“Go get them, boys,” said Mul¬ 
cahy, “but go easy with the wom¬ 
en. Only, get them out quick!” 

TT HAPPENED like a flash, 

probably because Miss Strong’s 
nerves broke under the terrific 
strain of the past days. Suddenly 
(Continued on page 103) 
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T HE village of Restigat, in 
Brittany, seethed under the 
Nazi heel, seethed like a pot 
of soup that hardly seems to have 
come to the boil, until you look into 
it and see that the entire contents 
are in slow motion, ready to erupt 
at any instant in fury.. 

Restigat had always been slow- 
spoken, slow to action, holding 
within itself the primitive Breton 
spirit, slow to action because it 


knows that, once the bond of cau¬ 
tion has been released, it is limit¬ 
less in its explosive action. So Res¬ 
tigat had waited. 

It had seen its homes occupied, 
its produce seized; it had known 
starvation. It was satisfied to live 
for the day of the revenge prom¬ 
ised by the English planes that 
roared at night overhead. It had 
been patient because, to suit some 
scheme concocted by the oppressor, 



Again and again he 
brought down the whip, 
but no sound escaped the 
girl’s lips. 
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its wives and daughters had not 
been ma,de the victims of Teutonic 
lust. 

On the contrary, the occupying 
troops were—by order—polite and 
soft-spoken. Not a woman had 
been harmed—except Madeleine 
Quelpart. 


Everybody knew that—some¬ 
how. 

See old Mere Juchereau, knitting 
in the sun at the door of her cot¬ 
tage. She knows. And Bonnard, 
the baker, who has no flour to make 


The village in Brittany seethed 
under the Nazi yoke, and the 
worst sufferer was a little French 
girl. When the young American came, she 
was ready to give her life to help him—for 
love of her people, but, too, for love of her 
young Commando 
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into loaves. And Richard, the 
butcher, who has no creatures to 
slaughter. They know. And Ma¬ 
dame Pinard, of the little empty 
store—she knows. 

They all know. They all know 
that Oberst Sachs, commandant of 
the occupying forces, put the alter¬ 
native up to Madeleine the eve¬ 
ning of the day he moved into the 
decrepit old mansion. 

“Your grandfather is eighty- 
four,” he said. “A famous man in 
his day. As a boy, he/took to the 
forests and fought with the franc- 
tireurs against us in the war of 
1870. His name is catalogued. And 
Germany never forgets. He must 
die before a firing-squad, unless 
.... well, you understand the 
alternative, Mademoiselle Quel- 
part.” 

Old General Quelpart, brooding 
in his armchair, called in his 
cracked voice, and Madeleine went 
in to him, leaving the oberst un¬ 
answered. The general, childish 
with age, was all that was left to 
Madeleine. She had lost her father 
in 1917, and her brother in 1940. 

“This Colonel Sachs is a very 
decent fellow,” wheezed the old 
man. “He shows the true gener¬ 
osity of an honorable enemy. We 
must show him, in return, that we 
French know how to honor, brave 
and honorable foes. You will be 
good to him, Madeleine?” 

Madeleine looked at the old man, 
the last repository of all her child¬ 
hood memories. “Yes, I will be 
good to him, grandfather,” she an¬ 
swered. 

CTJCH tragedies were of every- 
^ day occurrence, and how could 
Denny Burton, the young Ameri¬ 


can attached to the commando 
force, know what he was going to 
find at Restigat? He had never 
even heard of Restigat. He spent 
his days jumping walls and hedges 
with a full pack on his back, and 
going through all the toughening 
devices of the commando routine. 

How could he see the shrinking 
girl, with white face and teeth hard 
set, yielding herself to the butcher¬ 
faced Oberst Sachs? For the sake 
of the old, senile man with whom 
Sachs played bezique in the eve¬ 
nings, whom he ceremoniously 
wished good-night and saw to the 
stairs, lighting his way with a can¬ 
dle, before turning to clasp Made¬ 
leine in his arms? 

Sachs was not an impassioned 
lover. He wasn’t a lover at all. 
Half-drunk, he ordered Madeleine 
from his room at the first glimpse 
of dawn. And, in her own room, 
she would kneel in prayer, shud¬ 
dering at the pangs of her bruised 
flesh, and biting blood from the lips 
on which the oberst had clamped 
his own. 

Hate can be so deep that it is 
silent and emotionless. Some day, 
in some way, death would come to 
Sachs for this defilement, and 
Madeleine might somehow hope to 
regain purity of body and serenity 
of spirit. That was her dream. And 
meanwhile her grandfather lived, 
and played his nightly game of 
bezique with the devil that had 
taken Madeleine’s body and soul 
into his clutches. 

But, though perhaps the German 
soldiers didn’t know, all Restigat 
knew. When the oberst strode 
down the street, Madame Pinard 
would turn her face away, and 
mutter a prayer. Likewise old 
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Mere Juchereau. And Bonnard 
and Richard would stare sullenly 
from the doorways of their empty 
shops. And even the schoolchildren 
knew that the Oberst Sachs must 
die, when the English came. He 
might die before, but that would 
bring death upon all Restigat. So 
he would die when the English 
came, and France grew free again. 

And this meant nothing at all to 
Denny Burton. He had passed all 
his tests. It was a great honor to 
be a member of a commando. You 
weren’t just an ordinary soldier: 
you were a man who was a member 
of a Sacred Legion. You expected 
to give up your life any time, both 
heroically and bestially. You knew 
the different sounds made by the 
blood pumping from a sliced throat 
and the gurgle of a body that has 
been ripped up by a knife. No 
holds were barred when one was 
on commando. 

CACHS, the Oberst, was drunk. 
^ He hadn’t played his usual 
game of bezique with the old Gen¬ 
eral, because he had had a gruelling 
day. Those verdommte comman¬ 
dos were likely to spring again, 
somewhere along the coast of 
France. It might be anywhere; it 
might even be at Restigat. That 
had been his advice from head¬ 
quarters. 

The oberst was fifty, a gross hulk 
of a man, and he didn’t like sweat¬ 
ing in the July sun. He had had to 
put his troops through their ma- 
noeuvers—all the seventy-seven 
of them. Afterward, beer and 
French spirts in the room over 
Bonnard’s, which was used as a 
club. 

Of course the old house of Gen¬ 


eral Quelpart would have been an 
ideal spot for the club, but the 
oberst wasn’t taking any chances 
with Madeleine. He was too wise 
to trust any woman, and he had 
some good-looking officers on his 
staff. So he got drunk, and cursed 
the war, and the fate that had rele¬ 
gated him—owing to a stupid tac¬ 
tical blunder in the past—to the 
obscure fishing village of Restigat. 

In her home, Madeleine waited. 
Her father had gone to bed, 
grumbling because his friend, the 
oberst, hadn’t appeared for the 
customary game of bezique. Now 
Madeleine was alone, in her little 
room on the ground floor. 

The room occupied by the Ger¬ 
man was opposite it, just across 
the hall. Madeleine had been pray¬ 
ing. Now she stood watching the 
room in horror. She had never 
dreamed that such bestiality could 
come into her life. And the oberst 
would come back drunk. He was 
always drunk when he was late. 
Then his love-making took the 
form of sadistic frenzy. 

Standing there in her. night¬ 
dress, she raised one arm and, as 
the sleeve slipped back, she looked 
at the bruises he had inflicted on 
her only a few nights before. In 
the broken mirror, in the hall, she 
could see her figure, slender, white, 
the soft orbs of her breasts half- 
visible beneath the open front of 
the garment. And she looked at 
her reflection without any feeling 
save horror and hatred. 

It would be so easy to slip a 
knife up that sleeve of hers, and 
make an end of the monster. Only, 
that would mean the death of 
everybody in Restigat, of all those 
whom she had known intimately all 
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her life—of Richard the butcher, 
and Bonnard the baker, of Madame 
Pinard and old Mere Juchereau. 

She went to the door and stared 
out into the moonlight. “If God 
willed it, He could send down an 
angel from heaven, to save us all,” 
she whispered. 

A ND then she saw something fall- 
ing. Something that appeared 
black as it crossed the face of the 
moon, and then turned white, and 
seemed to billow in the moonlight. 
Madeleine, following it with her 
eyes, suddenly knew what it was. 
It was a parachute, and she could 
see the man dangling beneath the 
shroud. 

She gasped with fear. He was 
falling toward the garden. But 
there had been no air-battle. 
Where could he have come from? 
He must be an Englishman. And 
he would be seen and caught, un¬ 
less the sentries were drunk too. 
They had often been drunk of late, 
since their morale had been under¬ 
mined by the bleakness, the loneli¬ 
ness, the cold hostility of Restigat. 

The parachute was falling into 
the garden. Madeleine could see 
him plainly, clinging to the cords. 
Now he was above the apple-tree. 
He was falling so fast—surely no 
man could survive such a descent 
-as that! And, even as the girl 
watched, catching her breath, the 
parachute became entangled in the 
upper branches of the great old 
tree, and the man plunged heavily 
to the ground, within a dozen yards 
of her. 

Madeleine ran to him. He was 
an Englishman, apparently, wear¬ 
ing a uniform without insignia, 
and tennis-shoes of some dark 


color. He was bleeding from a 
gash across the head, and was un¬ 
conscious, and breathing heavily. 

Madeleine got him into her arms. 
He stirred, opened his eyes, and 
seemed vaguely to understand. He 
managed to get upon his feet, and 
she half-led and half-carried him 
into her bedroom. On the bed he 
collapsed, and passed into uncon¬ 
sciousness again. 

Looking at him in dismay, Made¬ 
leine remembered the parachute. 
She ran into the garden, saw it bil¬ 
lowing in the top of the tree, and 
began hauling desperately at the 
cords. Slowly it ripped down 
through the branches, and lay at 
her feet in a shower of leaves. The 
girl dragged it to the open entrance 
of the cellar, thrust it down, and 
closed the lid. Then she ran back 
to her room. 

The boy was lying in the same 
position, and breathing stentor- 
iously, one arm flung up above his 
head, as if to shield it. A good- 
looking, fair-haired boy, with the 
wisp of a blonde mustache, and 
curling hair. She couldn’t let him 
fall into the Nazis’ hands. 

TJUT the gash on his forehead 
was bleeding, and Madeleine, 
forgetting the danger of Sach’s re¬ 
turn, ran into the kitchen and got a 
towel and water. She began spong¬ 
ing away the blood. There, he 
looked better now! His eyes were 
opening. Blue eyes, in the light of 
the little oil lamp. He was mutter¬ 
ing, and Madeleine bent down to 
hear. She caught the word 
“Very.” 

She knew that word. That was 
the signal light used to notify pa¬ 
trols and other reconnaissance 
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bodies. His hands were moving stood the word “pistol.” But he 
restlessly. He was searching for wasn’t fully conscions yet, and now 
his Very pistol. Yes, she under- the terror of Sachs came over the 
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girl again. She must hide him. But 
where? In the cellar? That seemed 
the immediate place. And she tried 
to tell him—and then suddenly she 
saw his eyes fixed on hers with a 
look of new intelligence. 

Suddenly she realized that she 
was standing before him in her 
short nightdress and slippers, 
leaving exposed two lengths of 
white limb, and two breasts that 
her exertions had almost freed 
from their confining garb. She put 
her hands across them in con¬ 
fusion. And suddenly she heard a 
heavy tramp at the front of the 
house. 

It was Sachs. Sachs come back! 
No time to get the boy into the 
cellar now. No time to hide him 
anywhere except in her own room. 
Sachs never came in there; he 
called her when he wanted her, and 
she went into his. The last chance. 

He seemed fully conscious now. 
She signaled to him what he was to 
do. She turned down the covers 
and motioned him to slide up 
against the wall. The big feather¬ 
bed half-filled the room. It would 
be easy for the Englishman to 
snuggle dow T n in the feathers and 
be invisible—if she were on the 
other side of him. 

There was nothing else to be 
done. Sachs was coming into the 
house, growling, and Madeleine 
knew from his step that he was 
very drunk. 

He would stand at the door of 
her room, peering in, and call to 
her to come to him. She could 
manage to keep the young man 
hidden—in the darkness. There! 
The light was out. He had obeyed 
her, and she was sitting beside him, 


trying to fasten the buttons of her 
nightdress. 

She pressed her knee against 
his, indicating to him to move 
closer against the wall. Now! Now 
it was all right! Now he was as 
safe as possible. And now Sachs 
was blundering along the hall and 
to the door of his room. 

“Madelein! Franelein! Was 
machen sie?” 

What was she doing? He had 
seen her lower her light to a glim¬ 
mer. Had she been asleep? She 
sat on the side of the bed in a daze, 
listening to Sachs’s drunken snarl¬ 
ing. “I shall not require your serv¬ 
ices tonight,” said Sachs, with a 
drunken leer. “I am tired. You 
may sleep, little maedchen, and 
dream of your lover. One kiss 
only—” 

TLTE was coming into the room, 

A Madeleine leaned toward him, 
to keep the Englishman concealed. 
She felt Sachs’s bestial lips on 
hers, and her heart almost stopped 
beating with terror. And then he 
was gone, and she collapsed, faint 
and helpless, beside the English¬ 
man. 

“Your father?” he asked in 
French. 

She shuddered. “Of course not. 
Do you think I am a German? My 
father is upstairs; he is eighty- 
four ; he is a famous general. ” 

“General Quelpart?” 

* * What, you know ? ” 

“Of course we know. I was sent 
ahead of the commando to dis¬ 
cover whether he could help us.” 

“Mon Dieu, my father is chil¬ 
dish!” 

“It was not exactly that we 
hoped for help from him, but it 
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was thought something could he 
learned as to the disposition of the 
inhabitants toward the Nazis.” 

“Ah mon Dieu, we hate them for 
the beasts they are. If you English 
come, we shall slice their throats, 
we shall hill them by slow torture 

“Listen to me. You are Made¬ 
leine Quelpart. You see, we know 
a great deal. And you love the 
German, and I do not know how far 
to trust you—” 

‘ ‘ I love that beast? ” f 

“No, I hardly think so. Well, I 
am nobody, a mere American at¬ 
tached to the commando. And I 
was sent ahead, dropped from a 
plane so high its engines could not 
be heard. If circumstances were 
favorable, I was to shoot a flare 
from my Very pistol from the hill 
behind Eestigat. I was to ask your 
aid, and the general’s. But I have 
lost my pistol, and it is too late. 
They will not come. ’ ’ 

“But, monsieur—” 

“Listen to me, please. How 
many men has Sachs? Between 
seventy and eighty? That was the 
extent of our information. What 
watch is kept? Have they artil¬ 
lery?” 

And he shot question after ques¬ 
tion at her. “But of course this 
will not help, unless you can get me 
away,” he said. “The commando 
was not to come unless I shot the 
flare. You must help me away in 
the morning, for the sake of our 
countries.” 

He raised her hand and kissed 
it in the darkness. Then he heard 
her crying, and his arm went about 
her. 

“You must not cry. I think the 


worst is over. What is that beast 
to you?” 

“Nothing, monsieur she lied. 
She dared not tell him. There was 
something steely about his voice. 
She didn’t know what he might do. 
‘ ‘ He flirts with me. I have to pre¬ 
tend not to mind. Tonight he was 
drunk, and came into my room. He 
has never done that before.” 

“If I thought there was any¬ 
thing more to it, I’d kill him,” said 
the American. 

And he began to talk, because in 
his peril it was good to be near a 
woman and talk, and listen. He 
was weak from his injuries, and a 
little light in the head, and he 
talked of the commando life, of 
swift and sudden death, of the love 
of women, and how life had to be 
seized on the moment, before it es¬ 
caped one. All this in simple, un¬ 
grammatical French; but it wasn’t 
the words she understood so much 
as the thoughts behind them. Her 
breath came more quickly, and in¬ 
sensibly she let her knee press 
against the young man’s again. 
And she forgot that she was in her 
nightdress, and that he was beside 
her in her own room. 

Because, when youth calls to 
youth, the response is irresistible, 
and because she had no thought of 
anything but the moment, she re¬ 
sponded to his embraces. She felt 
his fingers explore the soft satin 
surface of her back—and she 
laughed as his lips closed upon 
hers and checked her laughter. And 
for a brief, glorious time that 
seemed eternity, life took on a new 
meaning for her. 

Afterward she held him in her 
arms and listened to his even 
breathing as he slept; and the old 
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perplexity crept back into her 
mind. How could she save him? 
How could she get him away? 

Lying there in the darkness, it 
seemed to her that she was stand¬ 
ing on a pinnacle, behind which lay 
Sachs and all the bestial past, and 
that her love and the nameless 
young American’s for her, could 
be made permanent, if she knew 
how to snatch her freedom out of 
bondage and ignominy. 



She shook with horror as she 
heard Sachs calling her. She 
roused herself from the half-sleep 
into which she had been falling. 
Then, in the dimness of the room, 
she saw the oberst standing in the 
doorway. 

She sprang from the bed and 
went toward him. He hadn’t seen! 
Thank God he hadn’t seen! His 
arms were about her, and his lips 
clamped down on hers. 

“Come, little maedchen. I can¬ 
not sleep.” He was drawing her 
into his room, the big spare-room 
that had housed many a distin¬ 
guished guest in old time. ‘ ‘ I don’t 
know how I could stand this hell 
of a place without you,” he 
growled. “After the war, when all 
the world lies at our feet, it may 
be—if our Fuehrer decrees that 
the French are Aryans—it may be 
I shall take you back to Germany. ” 

His voice was raucous. Made¬ 
leine knew him too well. She knew 
that the bestial, sadistic mood was 
on him again. He seized her and 
dragged her to him, sitting squat 
on a chair, with her standing, 
pressed against him. His fingers, 
like claws of steel, were already 


digging into her arms, bruising the 
flesh. The look upon his face was 
satanic. 

She shuddered, and looked at 
him with deadly hatred. Sachs 
didn’t understand that hatred. No¬ 
body understood among the Nazis. 
They didn’t know that, given the 
hour, knives would slice, and rip, 
and disembowel. 

But Madeleine knew that she 
could never again be the slave of 
Sachs. 

She struggled free of his lips, 
reeking of liquor and tobacco; she 
forced herself away from him and 
stood watching him, coldly con¬ 
temptuous. 

“What’s the matter with you, 
you—?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Come here!” 

“I’m through with you/’ 

A bestial roar broke from his" 
lips. He flung out a gorilla arm 
and caught her. He dragged her 
to him. The other hand ripped the- 
nightdress from her. 

It ripped into shreds and tat¬ 
ters, leaving only a wisp about the 
hips. The white beauty of her, 
which might have awed another 
man, inflamed his sadistic fury. 
Sachs clamped his hands about her 
waist, so slender that the gross 
hands almost met around it. He 
bent her backward, watching the 
exquisite ripples of the contract¬ 
ing muscles, the sway of the 
breasts. Madeleine screamed, and 
struck Sachs in the face. 

He roared again, and seized her, 
beat her with his fists, stained her 
white body with red and livid 
bruises. And Madeleine fought 
him with all the power of her slen¬ 
der frame, because she knew that 
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she must escape from his tyranny 
for ever. 

His fists crashed into her face 
and body, and still she fought him. 
Sometimes she felt his breath hot 


in her face, the grip of his hands 
about her waist was agony; her 
bruised breasts were two pain- 
racked globes against her chest. 
Still she fought him. He might kill 
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her, but he should never embrace 
her again. He had her down now, 
all but helpless, and his fingers 
were like claws, tearing at her. Her 
strength was almost gone. The 
red, drunken face of Sachs above 
her seemed to fill the entire room. 

AND then of a sudden there 
sounded a yell of fury, and 
Denny Burton leaped through the 
doo,rway. As Sachs turned, with 
an oath, Denny’s fists caught him, 
and flailed him mercilessly. Denny 
hurled Sachs from him, and he fell 
upon his back, struggling amid a 
pile of twisted bedclothes. 

Those bedclothes entangled 
Madeleine too, so that their two 
bodies lay struggling in the twisted 
sheets and blankets. And the bed¬ 
clothes were what saved Sachs 
from instant death at Denny’s 
hands. Denny had spent six months 
acquiring the very easy art of 
breaking a man’s neck with a 
single twist. It was the roll of 
sheeting, wrapped around Sachs, 
saved him. And it was Madeleine, 
her white limbs twisted in the 
linen. 

Sachs had his science too—name¬ 
ly, the quick use of the whistle, on 
the cord that never left his neck. 
Since the lives of isolated Nazis 
had grown precarious, no German 
soldier was ever without that 
whistle, whose call meant danger. 

The blast shrieked through the 
room, through the house and the 
night. All Restigat heard it. In 
her bed, old Mere Juchereau 
quaked with terror. Richard, Bon¬ 
nard, and Madame Pinard heard, 
and trembled. They had heard that 
whistle once before, when there 
was panic about an alleged com¬ 


mando raid, and knew it meant 
quick vengeance. 

The sentries, in their shack at 
the end of the garden, heard it too, 
and were on their feet in an in¬ 
stant, racing toward the house. 

TF Denny hadn’t wasted a few 
precious moments in the dark¬ 
ness, setting Madeleine free, that 
would have been the end of the 
oberst. But the guards were in the 
bedroom before Denny had yanked 
Sachs out from beneath the bed¬ 
clothes. They flung themselves 
upon the American. A pistol butt 
dropped on Denny’s head, and sent 
him reeling against a wall. 

There was no moonlight on that 
side of the house; only the faint re¬ 
flected glow from the little, turned- 
down light in Madeleine’s room. In 
that obscure and horrible obfus¬ 
cation, the guards could see the 
reeling forms of Denny and the 
oberst, and Madeleine, nude save 
for the flimsy, tattered fags about 
her hips. 

Sachs was staggering to and fro, 
and bellowing like a maniac. Den¬ 
ny leaped, but he was all in. Com¬ 
mando science is for the quiek sur¬ 
prise, the stealthly leap of death. 
Denny ’s leap did not give him the 
chance to complete the deadly 
break-neck clinch. The other 
guard’s automatic spat, and the 
heavy slug, impacting against 
Denny’s shoulder-bone, spun him 
around. Then they had him. 

“Don’t shoot!’ yelled Sachs. 
“Keep him for the questioning!” 

As they knocked him to the floor, 
another figure came into the room. 
Dimly could be discerned that of 
old General Quelpart, aroused 
from his sleep by the tumult, his 
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nightgown flapping about his 
spindling shanks. 

“What’s this?” he quavered. 
“Has anybody been molesting you, 
colonel? Gentlemen, Colonel Sachs 
is my guest, and—” 

He got no further. Neither of 
the guards understood a word of 
what he was saying, anyway, but 
it was Sachs who stopped the old 
man’s senile chatter with a brutal 
blow in the face, that dropped the 
old Frenchman to the floor. He lay 
there, groaning feebly. 

“Bring lights!” Sachs yelled. 

Fresh guards, drawn from the 
village by the sound of the whistle, 
came running in. Sachs, raving, 
had Denny, Madeleine and old 
Quelpart bound. 

/HANDLES made the room as 
^ bright as day. It was the old- 
fashioned salon, disused since the 
last war, in which Sachs held his 
examination. With him were his 
two officers, brutes like himself, but 
younger men; also four of his most 
trusted aides, non-coms., who were 
old hands at the Gestapo business, 
and had been sent to Restigat for 
punishment, for some violation of 
routine. 

Denny, his hands tied, stood be¬ 
fore Sachs and his officers. Made¬ 
leine was tied in a chair, under 
guard. With a refinement of 
cruelty, Sachs had had old General 
Quelpart brought in. The old man 
sat heavily in an armchair of cedar 
and ormolu, that dated back to the 
Louis, staring about him in be¬ 
wilderment. The bruise from 
Sachs’s fist showed black under his 
eye, but Sachs’s face was puffy 
from Denny’s blows, and blood was 
oozing from his swollen lips. 


“So, Englishman!” snarled 
Sachs. “How did you get here? 
Where is the plane that dropped 
you! What is your regiment, and 
why are you wearing tennis shoes? 
Are you from a commando unit, 
and where does it plan to attack, 
and when? Answer frankly, if you 
hope your life can be spared. ’ ’ 

Denny’s contemptuous laugh 
rang through the room. “I have 
nothing to tell you, schweinhund,” 
he answered. 

Sachs nodded to one of the ex- 
Gestapo men, who had evidently 
had his instructions, for he un¬ 
bound Madeleine from the chair. 
With a sweep of his hand he tore 
off the rags of the sheet that cover¬ 
ed her, leaving her nude to the 
waist. Sachs and his fellows leered 
at the sight of her white body with 
the red weals and the blackening 
bruise-marks on it. 

In the hand of another man was 
a whip, a bull-hide whip. He raised 
it and brought it down. A red 
stripe sprang out on Madeleine’s 
back. Again, and the Aveal became 
a bleeding cross. Not a sound es¬ 
caped the girl’s lips. 

“ You ’ll talk now, Englishman ? ’ ’ 
snarled Sachs. 

No answer came from Denny. 
But the old general Avas on his feet 
in shocked protest. 

“My daughter!” he gasped. 
‘ 1 My granddaughter! ’ ’ 

One of the guards knocked old 
Quelpart down. He bent over him. 
But, when he dragged him to his 
feet, the old man sagged lifelessly 
in his arms. Devotee of an old or¬ 
der, as he was, Quelpart had 
yielded up his bewildered spirit 
under the impact of the new. 

(Continued on page 111) 



The PRICE 

of VICTORY 



C ARL RODGERS wiped 
steamy sweat from his lean, 
tanned face and bent for¬ 
ward eagerly in the bow of the 
dugout. Just ahead, where the 
mysterious Zambezi swept its 
muddy waters in a slow curve, he 
could see the twin peaks the na¬ 
tives called Nyasi and Nyadi, the 
male and female creators of life, 
rising above the green tangle of 
the jungle. Midway between those 
curiously shaped eminences of vol¬ 
canic rock lay the Halfway Camp 
30 


of the Zambezi Nitrates Company, 
and in Halfway Camp he would 
meet Veronica Edwards again. 

The two blacks behind him plied 
their painted, broad-bladed pad¬ 
dles industriously. They, too, had 
women waiting for them in the 
rude kraal between the deified 
mountains — full-breasted, wide¬ 
hipped ebony women with rings in 
their ears and their noses, whose 
love songs made a murmurous mel¬ 
ody among the straw huts when 
darkness had fallen over the tiny 




stockaded village. Yes, the blacks 
were as sick as he was of the silent 
river and the devil-haunted jungle, 
after a week of serving the young 
American engineer whose sole in¬ 
terest seemed to he bits of rock and 
topographical formations. 

Only four years out of college, 
with no experience of the far places 
of the earth, Rodgers had jumped 


at the chance to go to Mozambique, 
in Portuguese East Africa, to make 
a survey of territory being worked 
by the Zambezi Nitrates Company, 
an American concern carrying on 
mining operations under a grant 
from the government of Portugal. 
He had landed at Beira three 
weeks before, confidently expect¬ 
ing to find adventure. But he had 
31 
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never expected to find, in that out¬ 
landish part of the world, a girl 
like Veronica Edwards. 

She had been born and schooled 
in Ohio. In New York she had 
worked as secretary to one of the 
officials of the syndicate which 
owned Zambezi Nitrates.. The ad¬ 
venturous spirit was in her, too, 
and before long she had wheedled 
her boss into sending her to Beira, 
against his better judgment. 

Veronica had greeted Rodgers 
when he first strode into the com¬ 
pany offices in the long, white¬ 
washed, shed-like building at 
Beira. She had hair like fine spun 
gold clinging in tight curls to her 
small, proud head. He was six feet 
tall and the top of her head came 
about to his shoulder, so that she 
had to tilt her head back to look at 
him. That brought her bold, young- 
breasts into sharp relief against 
the thin stuff x>f her white waist— 
and made him realize that it had 
been a long time since he had been 
interested in any woman. Made 
him realize, too, that the face of 
this woman was prettier, and her 
body slimmer and daintier than 
those of any woman he had known. 

TTE HAD spent three days in 
Beira, learning about the coun¬ 
try he was to prospect, and in that 
time he got to know Veronica bet¬ 
ter. So well, in fact, that the day 
he was to start up the Zambezi 
with Reginald Turner, a well-man¬ 
nered young Englishman who had 
been with Zambezi Nitrates for 
several years, Rodgers told her he 
loved her. 

“Then you won’t mind my being 
with you so much,” she said. And, 


to his amazement, it developed 
that she had cajoled Williams, the 
Beira manager, to allow her to ac¬ 
company the engineers into the 
interior. The news gladdened him 
and filled him with misgivings at 
once. 

A launch took them as far as 
Half Way Camp the first day, and 
the moment they arrived there 
Rodgers knew that Veronica 
should have stayed behind. Pascal 
Brant, boss of the camp, was the 
only white person there. He lived 
in the most pretentious hut of the 
kraal with the prettiest black girl 
of the village, a slim, shy creature 
named Bara. He was brutal and 
thickset and ugly to meet, and the 
natives were terrified of him. 

Rodgers could have smashed 
Brant’s whiskery jaw when the 
latter said to Veronica, letting his 
little dark eyes rove over her in a 
way that left no doubt as to his 
thoughts: “So you’re goin’ to stay 
here while the others go up the 
river. You and me ought to get 
pretty well acquainted before they 
get back.” 

“No,” Rogers contradicted, 
changing his plans in that second, 
“I’m going to take a couple of na¬ 
tives and go up the river alone. 
Turner is staying to take care of 
Miss Edwards.” ~ 

Rodgers could trust Turner. He 
kissed Veronica goodbye without 
any undue fears for her, expecting 
to be gone ten days or two weeks. 
But in the jungle a vague dis¬ 
quietude had come over him and 
he had hurried his work, driving 
his native paddlers to the limit. 
And now he was back—almost. 

More than glad to be back. . . . 
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HTHE blacks began to jabber to 
1 one another excitedly behind 
him. Twisting about, Rodgers 
found them gazing at the shore 
with eyes that bulged whitely with 
superstitious awe. Following the 
direction of their gaze he saw that 
they were passing the rocky head¬ 
land whereon, clearly outlined 
against the background of the jun¬ 
gle, stood the image of the most 
terrible of all the devil-gods of the 
district—Zubuk, -the ghost-god, to 
whom is reserved the power to pro¬ 
nounce and execute death sentence 
upon his subjects. 

“See how he holds his arms 
curved in front of his chest?” 
Turner had explained to Rodgers 
the day they reached Halfway 
Camp. “Well, they tie the suspect 
and stand him on Zubuk’s lap, so 
that he is within those arms. If the 
poor devil is to die, the arms sim¬ 
ply fold against the chest and 
crush him to death, very messily. 
I saw it once and don’t ever want 
to see it again. Of course, the arms 
are moved by ropes and pulleys 
and weights, and old Ana-Niki, the 
| witch doctor, pulls the lever that 
works ’em. But you can’t tell that 
to the natives.” 

With a shudder Rodgers saw 
that the god had lately claimed a 
human life. The arms were folded 
tight against the wooden chest, 
and the crushed body of a man, 
tiny at this distance, hung limply 
from them. It made him sick to 
think of the death scene, probably 
the night before, with the red fire¬ 
light flickering on the gray wood 
of the hideous fifteen-foot image, 
the voodoo drums thumping a mad 
tattoo, the circle of black faces 
leaning close to watch fearfully, 


the dance of Old Ana-Niki in his 
dress of feathers and human skulls 
and, when the madness had 
reached its peak—the thud of the 
mighty wooden arms clamping 
shut, the agonized squeal of the 
dying man, the crunch of bones 
and the spurting of bright blood. 

Rodgers’’ eyes narrowed as he 
looked more intently at the dead 
man. Somehow, the body did not 
seem as black as a native’s should, 
since the men of the kraal never 
wore more than a narrow loin 
cloth. This body appeared brown, 
almost the color of khaki. 

With sudden apprehension, he 
whirled again toward the pad- 
dler’s. “Go ashore!” he ordered. 
“Quick!” 

They shook their heads, terri¬ 
fied. “Taboo!” they muttered. In 
all Africa no native would trans¬ 
gress on ground sacred to a god so 
fearful until he had been conse¬ 
crated and had seen the witch doc¬ 
tor perform the dance that would 
keep him from evil. 

Rodgers took the big revolver 
from the holster at his thigh and 
aimed it at the gleaming chest of 
the black nearest him. “Ashore,” 
he repeated, “or you die and your 
body will be eaten by crocodiles.” 

The dugout swerved and came 
abreast of the current. Their eyes 
rolling with fear, the blacks pro¬ 
pelled it toward what seemed the 
immediately lesser of two evils. 
The prow grated on land and Rod¬ 
gers leaped out. Before he had 
taken ten steps toward the horrid 
idol he knew that the man it held 
in its crushing embrace was Regi¬ 
nald Turner. 

The young Englishman had not 
been dead many hours, Rodgers 
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guessed, as he brushed a swarm of 
flies from the still sticky blood that 
had welled from a dozen places in 
his broken body. The flesh was 
cold, but rigor mortis was not yet 
complete. 

He tried to pry the great arms 
open, but their embrace was tight¬ 
er than his strength could manage. 
Horror gagged him so that he 
could not do much more—horror, 
and a mighty fear of what might 
have happened to Veronica. 

The dugout had not waited for 
him, its terrified crew speeding it 
on down-stream as soon as he left 
it. But Rodgers preferred the jun¬ 
gle path anyway, which led in a 
straight line to the kraal, barely 
half a mile away. And as he ran 
along the path at top speed, be¬ 
tween impenetrable green walls 
that hid mysteries he would never 
know nor wish to know, he cursed 
himself, first for permitting Veron¬ 
ica to visit Halfway Camp and, 
secondly, for not keeping at her 
side every minute. 

^DHE men were at work in the 
1 mine cut in the side of Nyasi 
and only a few women moved 
about the kraal, some of them car¬ 
rying- naked babies on their shoul¬ 
ders. He saw Bara, Brant’s mis¬ 
tress, sitting alone beside a hut, 
her eyes fixed stonily on nothing¬ 
ness. 

“Where is your master?” he de¬ 
manded of Bara. 

Her dark eyes, no longer soft, 
flashed hatred. She lifted a slim 
arm and pointed significantly to¬ 
ward the main hut at the far end 
of the kraal. 

Ana-Niki, hideous in his orna¬ 
ments made of human bones, 


barred Rodgers’ way at the door of 
the hut. “Magic is being made,” 
he warned, grimacing to show his 
toothless gums. “No one must en¬ 
ter.” 

Rodgers thrust him aside so im¬ 
patiently that the old witch-doctor 
sprawled in the dust. The engineer 
strode through the low doorway of 
the hut. For a moment he could 
not accustom his eyes to the dark¬ 
ness. 

Then he saw Veronica and Brant 
in a close embrace. She seemed 
only half dressed, and the curved 
whiteness of her flesh gleamed as 
he held her with eager, grimy 
paws. 

OODGERS’ impulse in that first 

'• moment of terrible realization 
was to kill them both. In a mo¬ 
ment, however, the red mists of 
fury had passed and he intended in 
leave silently, never letting them 
know he had seen them, never let¬ 
ting Veronica know how deeply 
she had wounded him. But even as 
he turned, his eyes, used to the 
gloom by this time, detected some¬ 
thing strange about that intimate 
embrace. 

The girl held herself rigid, her 
body arched away from the man— 
not at all like a woman responding 
to his caresses. Brant’s sweaty 
shoulder was pressed against her 
mouth in such a manner that, even 
if she had tried, she could not cry 
out. Her arms were pinned to her 
sides by his left arm, circling her 
shoulders, as tightly as though 
they had been tied with rope. Her 
clothing had not been loosened or 
removed to expose the creamy 
curves of her body—the cloth had 
been torn almost to tatters. 
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Rodgers was surprised by the 
steadiness of his own voice as he 
said, not loudly: “Brant!” 

The mining boss dropped the 
weakened girl to the floor and 
whirled, snarling an oath. Crouch¬ 
ing, his broad body hunched and 
his feet wide apart, he reached for 
the butt of the revolver on his hip. 
His hand never touched it. 


The betrayed native girl stole 
behind the image, knife in 


Rodgers took a single long step 
toward the man and swung his 
right arm stiffly from the hip. His 
knuckles battered into the center 
of the ugly face of the snarling 
Brant, flattened the fellow’s broad 
nose, spattered blood in all direc¬ 
tions. Brant went backward to the 
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floor. He reached for his gun again 
as he struggled to his feet, but it 
had fallen from its holster. At the 
same time Brant discovered his un¬ 
armed state Rodgers’ left fist drove 
into his face, straight from the 
shoulder, flooring him again. 

Brant would have lain there, 
whipped and groveling, hut Rod¬ 
gers grasped the khaki of his shirt 
and yanked him to his feet. He 
shook the man as a terrier shakes 
a rat. 

“What happened to Turner?” he 
demanded. 

Brant looked at him blankly, 
dazed. “Turner? He went back to 
Beira. We had an argument.” 

“You’re a damned liar, and I 
ought to kill you for it. The na¬ 
tives have murdered him with that 
damned idol of theirs.” 

Brant was startled. “So that’s 
why he hasn’t been around. I knew 
he had an argument with Ana- 
Niki, but I really thought he had 
gone to Beira. I didn’t know—” 

“I don’t suppose there’s any way 
of proving anything against you,” 
Rodgers interrupted bitterly, “but 
I do know I owe you this and more, 
for Miss Edwards.” He drove his 
fist forward again. For the third 
time his knuckles battered Brant’s 
plump face. The mining boss flew 
backward, crashed head and shoul¬ 
ders through the glass wall of the 
hut, so that his face was in the sun¬ 
light. Rodgers heard startled cries 
from the women in the hraal. 

■yERONICA had not moved. Her 
’ blue eyes, wide with apprehen¬ 
sion, had watched the scene. Tears 
of gratitude came into them as 
Rodgers took her arm and helped 
her to her feet. Her lushly con¬ 


toured breasts quivered with her 
inner emotion, imparting a shim¬ 
mer to their white-glossed skin. 

“I don’t know how to thank 
you,” she said. “If you hadn’t 
come just when you did—” 

“I know,” Rodgers said shortly. 
It made his stomach squeamish 
to think of it and he did not want 
to talk about it. Some imp of 
jealousy was trying to suggest to 
his mind that perhaps Veronica 
had flirted with Brant, had en¬ 
couraged him in some manner to 
take violent measures, and he 
wanted to silence the voice. 

“We’ll go down to the river,” 
he said. “My two black boys should 
still be there, unloading the dug- 
out. I’ll have them take us down 
the Zambezi immediately. Then 
I’ll have the Portuguese authori¬ 
ties look into the matter of Tur¬ 
ner’s death. I still think Brant 
had something to do with it.” 

“Turner threatened to knock 
Brant down when he got fresh with 
me,” she volunteered. “That was 
what they quarreled about.” 

They walked through the camp, 
his arm protectingly about her. 
She held the edge of her torn 
blouse together below her throat 
as though ashamed to show her 
breasts to' the native women, al¬ 
though the most any of them wore 
was a brief cotton kirtle about 
their hips. 

The quarter-mile path from the 
hraal to the river was uneven and 
rutted by the wheels of carts used 
to carry the fruits of the mining 
operations to barges that visited 
the camp at regular intervals. 
Midway along it Veronica stum¬ 
bled and turned her ankle so sud¬ 
denly that she cried out in pain. 
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Rodgers lifted lier in his arms 
and carried her into a little clear¬ 
ing beside the path, where there 
was a fallen tree to sit on. He 
knelt before her, taking off her 
boot, although she was already in¬ 
sisting that the ankle was not 
sprained and did not hurt. 

She had let the edges of her 
blouse fall apart again. Fasci¬ 
nated, he forgot her ankle, and his 
own breath quickened. 

He had kissed her before, but 
she had never stirred within him 
this blood-heating emotion that 
gripped him now and made his 
hands tremble as they supported 
her calf and ankle. 

When he did look up, it was to 
meet her eyes, wide and deep and 
shining with a strange light. They 
held him like a magnet, seeming 
to draw him into their aquamarine 
depths. 

Suddenly she leaned forward 
with a little murmur, put both her 
arms around his neck and drew 
him to her, until he could feel his 
heart beating against her bosom, 
maddeningly warm and soft and 
vibrant. He heard the surge and 
tumult of her heart. He put his 
arms around her, so eagerly that 
he ripped her already torn skirt 
anew and found his hands sliding 
over the satin flesh of her sides 
and back. As he tightened the 
pressure of her pliant form against 
his, her lips touched his mouth 
and he felt her whole body quiver. 
He kissed her tremulous mouth, 
her throbbing throat. Her breath 
was hot on his face and she clung 
to him with all her strength. 

Rodgers forgot that the jungle 
had eyes and ears. Lost in ecstasy, 
he did. not hear stealthy footsteps 


about him, feel the hot gaze of 
malignant eyes, sense the nearness 
of peril- 

W/HEN strong hands grasped his 
™ shoulders he was too sur¬ 
prised at first to fight, and then 
he saw the utter uselessness of re¬ 
sistance. Angry blacks ringed 
him in, menacing him with knives 
and assagais. Ana-Niki, with a 
necklace of infants’ skulls rattling 
around his neck and his wrinkled 
face streaked with red and yellow 
paint, danced and grimaced in 
front of him. 

Veronica screamed once and 
fainted. Hardly had she fallen to 
the ground than Brant stepped in¬ 
to the clearing and lifted her in his 
arms. Brant’s face was so bruised 
and battered that it looked hardly 
human, but there was no mistak¬ 
ing the savage leer that twisted 
the swollen lips. 

“Maybe I can get you out of 
this, and maybe I can’t,” he told 
Rodgers. “I understand you in¬ 
sulted Ana-Niki, and the natives 
will want to kill you for that. I’ll 
see what good my influence will 
do.” He grinned evilly. “Mean¬ 
while, I’ll take good care of the 
little girl. If you’d waited to find 
out the truth, instead of crashing 
in and starting to fight, you’d have 
found out I wasn’t doing anything 
she didn’t want me to do. If only 
you knew the truth about her, 
she’s your girl, or my girl, or any¬ 
body’s girl!” 

T TNDER Ana-Niki’s direction the 
^ blacks led Rodgers to the ta¬ 
boo clearing beside the sluggish 
Zambezi and spread-eagled him 
before the image of Zubuk, the 
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ghost-god. His wrists and ankles 
were lashed to stakes set far apart 
in the firm soil. Then he was left 
alone so that the god might gaze 
npon him and contemplate the ex¬ 
tent of his transgressions and de¬ 
cide his fate. 

All through that long afternoon 
the pitiless sun beat upon him, 
burning his body through his thin 
khaki garments until he felt like 
one great cinder, searing his eye¬ 
balls beneath their lids, creating 
in him an almost unbearable crav¬ 
ing for the cool water he could 
hear flowing over the stones of 
the point, not fifty feet away and 
yet as unattainable as though it 
had been on another planet. 

Swarms of flies came and settled 
on his face, clustering about his 
lips and eyes, sucking his blood 
with tiny mouths that felt like 
wasp’s stings. If he shook his 
head they would rise in a little 
cloud a foot above him, hover for 
just a second and then return— 
and there came a time when he 
was too tired to shake his head. 

By craning his neck he could 
look up -at the ghost-god. It was 
of hard wood, made gray by the 
weather, and must have been many 
years old. It squatted on a great 
flat rock like an altar, glaring bale- 
fully at him with eyes that were 
great green stones. It had massive 
hips and bulging breasts, the lat¬ 
ter curved in such a way that the 
mighty arms, when they were fold¬ 
ed, would fit perfectly against 
them. 

The arms were open now and 
Turner’s broken body had been 
removed—buried in the jungle, 
or perhaps thrown into the Zam¬ 
bezi to feed the crocodiles and 


propitiate Amadok, the river-god. 
But Turner’s blood still stained the 
figure’s belly, mingling with the 
blood of numberless unhappy black 
men who had offended Zubuk and 
Ana-Niki, priest to all the evil 
deities. 

Even greater than the tortures 
of the sun and the flies and the 
knowledge of the fate that awaited 
him were the tortures of the 
thoughts that whirled in Rodger’s 
brain. By now, perhaps, Veronica 
had succumbed to Brant’s brutal¬ 
ity. . . . 

It drove him mad to remember 
Brant’s words: “. . . she’s your 
girl, or my girl, or anybody’s 
girl. ...” He couldn’t believe it. 
And yet—when he came upon the 
two of them in the hut she was 
not struggling, although at the 
time he had thought it was be¬ 
cause she was exhausted and help¬ 
less. And when she had come into 
his own arms, she had made the 
first move, although he had be¬ 
lieved it was because she loved 
him so greatly she couldn’t help 
herself. Had he really given his 
love—yes, even his life—to a girl 
who held it cheaply? 

Even so, he would have killed 
Brant as he would have killed a 
snake. The red mist made his mind 
hazy, blinded him, stifled him, 
when he thought of her—perhaps 
even now—in the bestial mining 
boss’s arms. There were times 
when he felt, in his madness, that 
he could break the thongs that held 
his hands and feet to the stakes, 
could arise and walk to the kraal 
and strangle Brant and carry his 
squat corpse to the river and give 
it to the muddy waters. But when 
he tried, the cords only broke the 
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flesh they encircled and attracted 
flies thirsting for blood and re¬ 
doubled his agonies. 

TT SEEMED centuries before the 
A sun dipped behind the peaks of 
Nyasi and Nyadi and cool twilight 
settled over the jungle, driving 
away the pestilential flies and 
quenching the fires in his flesh. 
Then darkness came and blotted 
out even the terrible visage of the 
silent ghost-god, and other cen¬ 
turies passed and he lay in a le¬ 
thargic state of utter exhaustion. 

When he heard the rustle of 
many bare feet in the grass and 
over the rocks of the little head¬ 
land he did not even open his eyes, 


With a crunch of bones, the 
huge arms of the image 
closed on its victim. 
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but he knew the natives were 
gathering for a ceremony and he 
could tell by the lurid light that 
forced itself beneath his eyelids 
that a great fire had been lighted. 
He told himself the end was near 
and, curiously, he did not feel 
tremendously upset about it. 

The thongs that held his wrists 
and ankles were loosened sudden¬ 
ly, as though they had been cut 
with a sharp knife. Eude hands 
hustled him to his feet and other 
thongs were twisted through his 
arms, drawing the elbows so far 
back that his shoulders ached. He 
looked around him then and saw 
half a hundred tense black faces 
gleaming in the light of a great 
fire—the faces of men squatting 
in a wide semi-circle before the 
image of the god, and the breasts 
and faces of women standing be¬ 
hind them. He recognized the 
young face of Bara, whom Brant 
had sent away when the white 
girl came. She seemed to have for¬ 
gotten her jealous anger; her eyes, 
like all the others in that assem¬ 
blage, were shining with excite¬ 
ment. 

In the dancing light of the 
flames the visage of the ghost-god 
was thrice dreadful. The play of 
shadows across it made it seem 
alive, made it seem now to laugh 
fiendishly and now to scowl dread¬ 
fully. 

Two gigantic natives propelled 
Rodgers toward the monstrous 
figure, and as they moved the deep 
voodoo drums with their monkey- 
skin heads began a rhythmic mut¬ 
tering. The sound grew louder, 
faster as the prisoner was led up 
a rude stairway until he stood in 
the very lap of the god, and the 


awesome arms encircled him at the 
height of his chest. As he stood 
there, staring at the scene below 
with more curiosity than fear, 
ropes were passed around the fat 
body of the idol and around his 
own body, binding him firmly 
against the bloated belly of Zubuk. 

The drums were deep-throated 
thunder, presaging a storm. The 
fire leaped higher in a burst of 
vivid colors as some chemical 
powder was cast into the flames. 
Suddenly Ana-Niki was in front 
of the idol, crouched in a fantastic 
dance posture, his head surmount¬ 
ed by a tall headdress of feathers 
dyed in barbaric colors and his 
face hidden by a mask made from 
the skull of an animal. About his 
neck and his loins were strings 
of human skulls, large and small, 
and his arms were covered to the 
shoulders with burnished copper 
bracelets. Otherwise he was 
naked. 

Slow and carefully timed at the 
beginning, Ana-Niki’s dance grew 
more savage, became a thing to 
marvel at. His body jerked in 
furious rhythm, postured in hor¬ 
rid symbolism. The spectators 
watched with hot eyes, mumbling 
a half-audible chant. 


CTJDDENLY the witch-doctor 
^ leaped high in the air and a 
curved dagger glittered in his 
hand. Six times he drew the point 
of the keen blade across the naked 
flesh of his chest, cutting three 
crosses there. The crimson blood 
spurted like a fountain. He paused, 
looked expectantly at the circle 
about him, searching for a face. 

The girl Bara came forth, walk¬ 
ing with syncopated steps. Her 
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eyes were half closed and her head 
thrown back. Her firm breasts, 
still shapely with the grace of 
youth, quivered with her every 
move. 

From Ana-Niki she took the 
knife. With its point she cut a 
single tiny cross between her own 
breasts. The blood ran down her 
sleek flesh in a tiny rivulet. The 
drums speeded their tempo and 
the girl ran back to her place in 
the circle, at the end nearest the 
image of the ghost-god. 

Ana-Niki seemed to be waiting 
for something. He glanced toward 
the farthest point of the circle. 
Rodgers saw men and women step 
aside to let another couple through. 
All at once his cloak of indiffer¬ 
ence dropped from him and he 
strained afresh at his bonds. 

The man was Brant, his bruised 
face still swollen from Rodgers’ 
beating. Beside him, her arm cas¬ 
ually in his, gazing fearfully at the 
faces about her, walked Veronica. 
They walked around the fire and 
stood directly in front of Rodgers. 
Brant looked up, sneering, but 
Veronica kept her eyes lowered. 

“So you thought she was your 
girl?” Brant laughed. “You’ll see 
in a minute whose girl she is, 
Rodgers. At ceremonies of this 
kind Ana-Niki always entertains 
the good right! Keep your eyes 
open and you can see for yourself 
whether she’s your girl or not!” 

The taste of blood was in Rod¬ 
ger’s mouth, squeezed out of his 
gums by tight-clenched teeth. He 
spoke without opening his jaws. 

“If I come out of this alive,” he 
swore, “I’ll kill you, Brant, as 
sure as you lay a finger on her! If 


I die, I’ll come back from heaven 
or hell to get you!” 

Brant laughed again. “I’ll take 
a chance on that,” he said. “Ana- 
Niki, strike up the band!” 

The drums commenced a slow, 
soft throbbing. From the mouths 
of the natives came a mellow 
chant, broken now and then by a 
gasping, high-pitched scream. It 
was a weird-passionate love song. 
The throats of the women gave 
out little moans at intervals. The 
squatting men swayed backward 
and forward, and the women undu¬ 
lated from side to side. 

Brant held out his arms, grin¬ 
ning expectantly, and Veronica 
moved toward him. 

OODGERS tried to force his eyes 
closed to keep out the night¬ 
mare, but they would not stay 
shut. They insisted upon torment¬ 
ing him, showing him the incred¬ 
ible spectacle of Veronica, like a 
girl in a trance, submitting to 
Brant’s brutal caresses. Her eyes 
were open, but her head lolled 
back and she was passive, resist¬ 
less, as Brant’s coarse mouth 
fastened on her soft throat. 

The damnable chant never 
changed. The moans of the women, 
the occasional off-key yelp from 
one of the men, the throaty whis¬ 
pering of the drums cast a spell 
over the gathering. Only Rodgers 
was immune to it, immune to every 
influence in the world except those 
of enraged jealousy, mingled love 
and hatred, an infuriated sense of 
futility. He would have welcomed 
death at that moment. 

Turning his head from side to 
side, seeking for anything else to 
(Continued on page 94) 
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KING-SIZE 

By SAM RICHARDS 


S TUMBLING along the forest 
trail in the heart of Central 
America, Don Kirke had 
nothing but the towering pyramid 
to guide him. 

He had sighted it soon after 
dawn when he took off in his plane 
to examine the reported ruins of a 
lost Mayan city. Long before noon 
a leaking fuel-tube had forced him 
to descend. He had crashed among 
the trees, the plane hopelessly dis¬ 
abled, he himself miraculously un¬ 
scathed save for a few bruises. 

Don had struck an Indian trail, 
and had walked all day toward the 
pyramid in the hope of finding a 
native village. 

Three times he had been bogged 
in swamps. Now, in late after¬ 
noon, footsore and utterly weary, 
of a sudden Don came upon a 
clearing, fields heavy with maize, 
an orchard golden with oranges, 
and, right at the base of the pyra¬ 
mid, a stone ranchhouse. 

Through the fields ran a limpid 
stream, dammed by a stone para¬ 
pet. And then Don saw the girl. 

She was swimming toward him, 
the rays of the setting sun gleam¬ 
ing on her white body, which 
looked like palest ivory against 
the masses of jet-black hair that 
floated on the surface. Don’s 
heart beat faster. 


A white girl, in the heart of this 
unknown Indian land! 

It was three weeks since Don 
had seen a white woman. For 
three weeks he had fumed and fret¬ 
ted in the settlement, waiting for 
Robbins, his assistant, to arrive 
with the new plane. Finally he 
had started with his ancient crate, 
only to crash. Now Don stood 
leaning over the parapet, staring 
at the white form swimming 
toward him. 

“Americano,” called the girl, 
“wait for me!” 

Beating the water with her 
hands, she paddled closer, grasped 
a ladder that Don hadn’t seen, as¬ 
cended it, and seated herself upon 
the parapet. 

W/'HITE shoulders and beauti- 
™ fully modeled arms, hands 
with long, tapering fingers, small, 
firm breasts, straight legs and ta¬ 
pering ankles, two tiny feet that 
Don could have held in one hand, 
and a veil of dripping hair that 
hung about her like a garment, the 
girl sat at Don’s feet, looking up 
at him and laughing. She seemed 
as unembarrassed by her nudity 
as a baby, yet Don felt his breath 
quickening at her loveliness, 

“You are a stranger You are 


“You will be my ninth cousin,” the girl told him, “but 
you must kiss me first.” This teas Paradise that he had 
discovered, Don thought, until he had reached the 
rancho and learned what he was" letting himself in for 
under the old Aztec law 
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going to be one of my cousins, 
yes?” she asked. 

“I—I got lost,” Answered Don 
huskily, trying to control himself 


In her own fashion, 
she had loved him, 
and it was now loyalty 
that spurred her on. 


as he looked at that perfect figure. 
“If you could give me a night’s 
lodging, and put me on the trail 
back to the coast—” 

■ “You wish to go? But then I do 
not understand,” she answered. 
“No one wishes to leave my uncle, 
Don Hernandez. And I want you 
to stay. I am tired of my cousins. 
They are all very stupid.” 

“Your cousins?” Don stam^ 
mered. The palms of his hands 
were moist. 
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“Surely, senor. I have already 
eight cousins, and you will he the 
ninth. But you are wet and mud¬ 
dy. You must go up to the house 
at once, and my uncle will have you 
cared for. 

“But will you not kiss me first?” 
she pleaded. “All my cousins ldss 
me, but it is very tiresome. I 
would as soon be kissed by old 
Jose. Perhaps you will be differ¬ 
ent.” Don’s knees trembled as he 
took a step forward. 

Next moment her arms were 
about Don’s neck, and her soft lips 
on his. Her breath on his mouth 
was sweet and sent prickles up and 
down his spine. 

What was she, this woman in 
body, child in mind, whose inno¬ 
cence he dared not viplate? With 
a mighty effort, Don tore himself 
away. 

“But you do not like me?” asked 
the girl reproachfully. “That is 
sad, for never again shall I wish 
to kiss you. That is the way I 
kissed all my cousins when they 
arrived, and afterward I would as 
soon kiss old Jose, or my dog.” 

Suddenly, with a gay laugh, she 
sprang to her feet, poised herself 
upon the parapet, and dived into 
the depths beneath. 

“Go, then, to Don Hernandez!” 
she cried, with a wave of one 
white arm. And, with another rip¬ 
pling laugh, she was gone, flashing 
like a mermaid up the stream, 
leaving Don limp and shaking. 

CUDDENLY, as Don approached 
^ the stone house, the great door 
opened, and two Indian servants, 
attired in blue and silver liveries, 
appeared. 

Down the seven white steps be¬ 


tween them came a gigantic negro, 
wearing the same livery, but more 
richly ornamented. An immense¬ 
ly fat man, with a great paunch 
and flabby jowl, bowing pro¬ 
foundly. 

Senor, Don Hernandez awaits 
you,” he said in Spanish, his voice 
a piping treble, incongruous in a 
man of that stature. 

Had they known of his coming? 
Don was aware that, in the jungle, 
everything is observed by watch¬ 
ful eyes. He guessed he had been 
under espionage throughout his 
journey. 

“I am Jose. Enter, senor,” said 
the black. 

For a few moments Don could 
see nothing in the dark and cool 
interior. Then he began to make 
out the pieces of huge medieval 
furniture, and the figure of the old, 
shriveled man who stood bowing 
at the foot of the grand staircase. 

“You are welcome, senor,” he 
said. “I am Hernandez Guzman y 
Bibera.” 

“My name’s Donald Kirke. I was 
flying to take some photographs of 
the pyramid for a scientific so¬ 
ciety in New York, when my plane 
crashed.” 

“So I am informed, senor,” re¬ 
plied Don Hernandez suavely. “I 
regret your misfortune, though it 
has brought me the pleasure of 
your company. You have arrived 
on a fortunate day, a fiesta. My 
house is yours. But you have had 
a hard journey, senor. You must 
bathe and refresh yourself, and in 
an hour’s time I shall have the 
pleasure of welcoming you at the 
dinner-table.” 

He clapped his hands, and Jose, 
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with a low bow, conducted Don up 
the thickly carpeted staircase. 

The bedroom into which he ush¬ 
ered him was enormous, filled with 
pieces of ancient furniture that 
must have been brought from 
Spain centuries before. Don was 
amazed when the negro switched 
on the electric light. Beyond the 
bedroom was a bathroom hardly 
smaller, with a central pool in 
place of a tub, brimming with lim¬ 
pid water. 

TYON divested himself of his 
^ muddy clothing and stepped 
in. He cleansed the dirt from his 
long limbs and body, and he was 
standing on the edge of the pool, 
looking distastefully at his clothes, 
when a door on the opposite side 
opened, and an Indian girl came 
in, with a pair of sheer silk paja¬ 
mas and an embroidered dressing- 
robe oyer her arm. 

She wore a single garment of . 
sheer muslin, fastening about the 
hips and dropping half-way to the 
knees. Her small breasts were 
hardly yet moulded into the ma¬ 
turity of womanhood. Between 
them hung two plaits of long'black 
hair, and her black eyes were 
alight with admiration as she 
looked at Don’s white skin and 
well developed muscles. 

Don grabbed up a muddy shirt 
and tried to cover as much of him¬ 
self as he could. “Say, see here, 
young lady—” he began. 

Giggling, the girl hung the pa¬ 
jamas and robe on a rack. “Me 
Juanita,” she said. “Me your bath- 
girl. You no like me ?” 

“I’m not used to having lady 
bath-attendants,” answered Don in 
Spanish. 


The red lips began to pout. “You 
take care,” Juanita warned him. 
“You think you get the Senorita 
Dolores, yes? And then you will 
be—pouf!—like the rest of them! 
You tell Don Hernandez no, no, 
no, you do not want her! See?” 

She went out, still pouting. Don 
drew in a deep breath. Perhaps 
he wouldn’t have been so impervi¬ 
ous to the charms of the little In¬ 
dian girl, but for the recollection 
of the girl in the pool. 

TYHE immense dining-room was 
- 1 aglow with electric lights. Sil¬ 
ver and crystal sparkled on the 
white tablecloth, and the room was 
fragrant with flowers. Eight men 
were assembled, each wearing the 
same unconventional attire as 
Don. Their host, however, was in 
full evening dress. 

Don Hernandez presented his - 
other guests. Five were Span¬ 
iards, one a Frenchman, one an 
American named Garvin, one a big 
blond Russian, Slavinsky. 

“We are delighted, Mr. Kirke,” 
chattered Garvin, a tallish, red- 
haired man. “It is indeed a pleas¬ 
ure to welcome a compatriot to the 
ranchero. I was a member of the 
Ronalds expedition that was mas¬ 
sacred by the Indians three years 
ago, if you remember.” 

The others spoke cordially to 
Don too. And yet there was some¬ 
thing faintly repellent about them. 
Who were these eight men, of 
whom Dolores had spoken as “cou¬ 
sins”? Could Garvin have been 
actually Don Hernandez’ guest for 
the past three years? 

Why, so far as Don remembered, 
there had been no survivors of the 
Ronalds expedition! 
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Jose handed Don the cocktail 
tray. The liquor was strong 
enough to go to Don’s head almost 
immediately. Yet something 
warned him to be on guard. He 
listened to the aimless chatter, try¬ 
ing to fathom the mystery of the 
men’s presence there. They spoke 
of trivial things, like children.. 

Only Slavinsky held aloof. With 
sombre eyes, the big Russian 
seemed to he trying to convey to 
Don some unspoken warning. 

And then Dolores was coming 
into the room. 

All bowed to her, formally, dis¬ 
interestedly. All save Slavinsky. 
Suddenly his eyes became two lam¬ 
bent points, mirrors of hatred, 
fires of hell. 

“Senor Kirke, permit me to pre¬ 
sent you to my niece, Dolores,” 
said Don Hernandez. 

There was a startling change 
from the girl’s appearance on the 
parapet by the pool. A change in 
manner as well as in costume. 
Dolores wore a stiff, old-fashioned 
Spanish dress of black silk, with a 
collar of old lace, revealing not an 
inch of the throat, back or breast. 
And there was no flicker of recog¬ 
nition in the girl’s eyes. Pale, 
white, proud, utterly aloof, she 
took her place at the table. Jose 
and two young Indian men, in the 
blue and silver livery, served the 
courses of a meal cooked by a mas¬ 
ter-chef. 

Yes, I’m the oldest of the fam¬ 
ily,” Garvin was saying. “Then 
Slavinsky then Don Antonio, then 
Monsieur Perrot, then ....” 

The wine made Don’s head 
swim. Through the haze he was 
trying to exact a glance of recog¬ 
nition from Dolores, totally in 


vain. She seemed in a dream. She 
ate and drank mechanically, and 
spoke to no one. 


/CENTURIES before, an ances- 
^ tor had fled into the wilds to 
escape the vengeance of a political 
enemy. Here, lost to the world, 
the Guzmans had lived ever since, 
until the Indians had accepted 
them as their overlords, and 
guardians of the old religious 


rites. 

So much Don Hernandez told 
Don in the smoking-room. “And 
now, senor, I offer you an escort 
to the coast tomorrow morning,” 
he said. “That is the alternative. 
If you are wise, you will accept it. 
If you are not wise—Ah, Senor 
Kirke, I speak as one man to an¬ 
other. I saw the admiration in 
your eyes when you looked at my 
niece. I know what is in your 
mind. You would win her, is it not 


so? 

“Senor, if you refuse my offer, 
do not blame me for what may fol¬ 
low. I am only the Keeper of the 
Aztec Law. I will be brief and 
frank. I am the last male of my 
line, and there must be an heir. 
The man who weds Dolores will 
succeed me here, and must take my 
place. 

“Senor, the Aztec law requires 
that the man who mates with the 
princess of the tribe must first 
overcome her by force. It is a sur¬ 
vival of the custom of marriage 
by capture, current in many parts 
of the world. It will be necessary 
for you to prove yourself the 
stronger.” 

Don looked at the old man in be¬ 
wilderment. “But what am I to 
do!” he asked. 
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Facing them all, in¬ 
scrutable in his ex¬ 
pression, stood the 
old Indian priest. 
The day of the test 
had come. 


“That is my meaning, Senor 
Kirke, and do not trust too greatly 
in those strong muscles of yours, 
for my niece is a strong woman, 
and she will resist you to the ut¬ 
termost, as she is required to do 
by custom. Would you prefer an 
escort to the coast tomorrow?” 

Don rose, laughing. “No, Don 
Hernandez, I’ll see if I’m strong 
enough to win,” he answered. 


“You must overcome her in a 
wrestling bout, my friend,” replied 
Don Hernandez. “Only on certain 
days in the year can the test be 
made, but fate has sent you here 
on the eve of one of these fiestas. 
Tonight, senor, at midnight, you 
shall be summoned, if you wish to 
try your fate.” 

“You mean that I must wrestle 
with her, a woman? Throw her?” 


TT seemed unbelievable, and yet 
A Don knew that there were queer 
rites in the old, dark Aztec re¬ 
ligion, still practised in the Cen¬ 
tral American jungle. Lying on 
his bed in the dark, he tried to 
straighten out the tangle in his 
brain. 

Had Don Hernandez, knowing 
of his coming, planned the crazy 
wrestling-match? But why? 
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Had the eight “cousins” under 
gone the test—and failed? 

But it was madness, stark mad¬ 
ness to suppose that he could fail! 

It was difficult for Don to think 
very clearly, for his desire for 
Dolores had taken possession of his 
entire being. He lay in the dark, 
brooding over the problem with¬ 
out the slightest clue. 

Suddenly there sounded the 
faint click of the bathroom door, 
and, as he raised himself, Don saw 
the faint outlines of a figure be¬ 
side his bed. 

Then two soft arms were about 
his neck, and Don recognized the 
girl Juanita. 

“I love you, Americano,” she 
said, in soft, sibilant Spanish. “I 
wish to save you. You must not 
go to meet her. You must not. 
Come with me. I have left a door 
open, and the night is dark. I shall 
save thee, because I love thee, and 
after that, I do not care.” 

Don gently detached the girl’s 
arms from his neck. “No, my dear, 
it’s no use talking to me. I’ve got 
to go through with it,” he an¬ 
swered. 

“Ah, you do not know. You are 
like those others, so proud, so con¬ 
fident,” she whispered. “She is a 
devil. Strong—so strong that no 
man on earth can conquer her! 
Come with me!” 

Don sat up. “Juanita, it’s use¬ 
less,” he answered. “I tell you I’ve 
got to go through with it.” 

“Die, then!” she cried. 

By a miracle of luck Don caught 
the hand that held the knife. For 
a moment Juanita fought like a 
madwoman; then, as Don 
wrenched the knife away, she gave 


a gulping sob and fled, with a pat¬ 
ter of bare feet, out of the room. 

Minutes later, while Don was 
sitting on the edge of the bed in the 
darkness, there came a blaze of 
lights, evidently switched on from 
outside. There was a knocking at 
the door. The obese, repulsive fig¬ 
ure of Jose appeared. 

The senor is ready?” he asked in 
his shrill falsetto. The girl, Juan¬ 
ita, waits in the bathroom to pre¬ 
pare him.” 

A FTER that, it was pure fantasy 
^ to Don. With limbs anointed 
with fragrant oil, and wearing 
something that might have been 
described as bathing trunks, Don 
followed Jose, not down the stairs, 
but through a doorway at the end 
of the passage. The little electric 
lights that burned at intervals 
showed Don that he was in a stone 
passage, the walls composed of 
squared, unmortared blocks. 

He realized that he was in the 
pyramid, but he had had no idea 
of its vastness, nor of the honey¬ 
comb of passages, branching out 
on either side. Jose turned to the 
right, then to the left, then to the 
right again, and then proceeded 
straight ahead, until he stopped 
before a heavy wooden door. 

A touch of the negro’s hand 
upon an iron knob, and the door 
opened noiselessly. Don found 
himself in a vast chamber. 

In the center was a great circu¬ 
lar hole, that looked like the crater 
of an extinct volcano. Around this 
was a leveled space, a treadway, 
on which about a hundred Indian 
men and women were moving, 
chanting some song, and holding 
lighted torches in their hands. 
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Their painted faces, twisted with 
excitement and fanaticism, gave 
them the aspect of demons who 
had arisen from the central pit. 

On the side of the pit opposite 
the door by which Don had entered 
was a stone platform, with two 
thrones that must have been some 
viceroy’s in olden times, for they 
were elaborately carved of ornate, 
gilded wood. 

On one of them sat Don Her¬ 
nandez, wearing a long robe of 
white, a golden circlet on his head. 
Upon the other was Dolores, com¬ 
pletely enveloped in a robe of 
crimson. 

Beneath them, the space between 
the platform and the chasm had 
been roped off, to form a small 
arena. At one ejid of it was what 
looked like a stone altar, behind 
which, wearing only a .fibre loin 
cloth, stood an old Indian, with 
lean sinewy frame and wrinkled 
features. Upon the altar was a 
knife, long, slightly curved, and 
vicious-looking. 

As Don appeared, Don Hernan¬ 
dez stood up and waved his hand. 
The Indians ceased their chant, 
and gathered on either side of the 
two thrones. 

Out of the darkness a new, low, 
sobbing chant began. Then came 
a file of men—white men, each 
wearing the same fibre loin cloth 
and holding a lighted torch. 

Round and round the crater they 
moved, their chant now growing 
louder, now dying away. The 
torches held by them, and by the 
multitude, threw into relief the 
savage faces, showed Don Hernan¬ 
dez and Dolores side by side in the 
shadows, made the whole setting 
like a horrible inferno. 


As the white men approached 
him, Don recognized the eight 
“cousins” of the dinner-table. 
Their faces were set in stony 
stares, as if they had been drugged 
and changed into automatons. 
Crude Aztec picture-writing had 
been daubed over their bodies with 
red and yellow ochre. 

And of a sudden Don perceived 
the god himself, an enormous, 
leering, grinning face of stone, set 
on a shapeless body behind the 
thrones, so vast that he had been 
looking full at it without discover¬ 
ing its contours. 

Like some evil thing material¬ 
izing, it loomed out of the shadowy 
depths across the crater. 

Wilder grew the chanting. The 
white men were twisting their bod¬ 
ies in a delirium of fanaticism, 
dancing, gyrating, pirouetting. 

Suddenly, at a harsh cry from 
Don Hernandez, they stopped 
dead. Jose touched Don on the 
arm, and signed to him to enter 
the arena. 

TTHERE was an element of the 
grotesque in his situation, un¬ 
derlying the very obvious element 
of terror, that made Don oblivious 
to his condition, standing there in 
the trunks. 

From behind the altar the old 
priest came moving, writhing ser¬ 
pent-wise, until he stood immedi¬ 
ately before Dolores. He raised 
his hand, beckoned with three fin¬ 
gers. 

The girl rose, and, as she did so, 
the crimson robe fell from her 
shoulders. She was wearing one 
of the fibre loin cloths, but some¬ 
what amplified, and her breasts 
were bound tightly with a strip of 
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the same material, flattening them 
against her body. 

She came forward, moving with 
the same antomaton-like flexion 
of the body, and her face was ut¬ 
terly blank and expressionless. In 
a moment or two she was facing 
Don in the arena. 

Don determined to throw her 
quickly and get the silly business 
over. He closed with her, caught 
her about the waist, and tried to 
heave her sidewise. 

To his amazement, she did not 
yield an inch. 

He tried again and again, shift¬ 
ing his grasp repeatedly. But it 
was all in vain; she might have 
been a marble woman, clamped to 
the floor. 

The sweat was streaming down 
Don’s face and body as lie tried 
once more. The blood was drum¬ 
ming in his ears, his muscles were 
strained to the uttermost. Dolores 
did not stir. All about was utter 
silence. 

And then the reason came to 
Don in a flash of understanding. 
Why, even in the United States 
Don had seen a woman give a per¬ 
formance—a magnet,” she had 
called herself—and the strongest 
men in the audience had been un¬ 
able to lift her. Some said it was 
a trick of balance, other a species 
of catalepsy induced by hypno¬ 
tism. 

And this was hypnotism or some 
drug, for the girl remained utterly 
expressionless, as if she neither 
felt Don’s arms about her nor was 
conscious of his presence. 

Gasping, Don relaxed his hold. 
There sounded a shrill cry from the 
old priest, and suddenly the girl 
was transformed into a tigress. 


She sprang at Don and linked her 
arms about him, forced him back¬ 
ward, lifted him from his feet, 
threw him to the floor. Pounced 
upon him, knelt over him, and 
pinned his head and shoulders to 
the stones. No human being could 
have resisted that frenzied 
strength that the drug or hypno¬ 
tism had endowed her with. 

Then, in an instant, as if a film 
had been removed, intelligence 
came into the girl’s eyes. She 
stared at him, dumfounded, as she 
kneeled over him. 

“It is you!” she gasped. “Ah 
Dios, another one, and I did not 
know! They shall not harm you! 
They shall not carve the symbol 
of the god upon your body! I shall 
save you!” 

A ROAR of frenzied triumph re- 
sounded through the vault. 
Drums began to beat in evil ca¬ 
dence. Two huge Indians leaped 
forward and seized Don in their 
arms. 

Dolores shrieked and ran to his 
side, clutching at them in vain. 
The iron woman of a minute or two 
before had become a weak' and 
helpless girl. 

Nevertheless, the two ceased to 
move forward, and turned their 
heads as Dolores screamed to Don 
Hernandez: “Let him go! It was 
a trick! Let him go, I say!” 

“It cannot be,” came the grave 
voice of Don Hernandez. “He has 
tried and failed, and he must pay 
the penalty. He must be marked 
with the symbol of the god and be¬ 
come one of his priests.” 

The roar of the drums drowned 
every other sound. Fighting des¬ 
perately, Don was dragged to the 
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stone altar, behind which stood the 
aged priest, the knife in his hand 
reflecting back the light of the flar¬ 
ing torches. 

Don was hoisted upon the altar, 
old Jose assisting the two Indians. 
They had him on his back holding 



Around and 
around his head 
in a wild whirl he swung him be¬ 
fore the plunge. 


him with grips that threatened dis¬ 
location of his vertebrae if he 
struggled further. Above him the 
old priest was standing, knife in 
hand, holding it upward, while 
some evil invocation came from his 
lips. Overhead the leering god 
looked down. 


A wild chant broke out, drowned 
immediately, by the roar of the 
drums. 

The priest’s chant ceased. Don 
gathered all his powers of body 
and mind for a last effort. 

Then, just as the priest’s knife 
was raised, an Indian girl leaped 
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out of the crowd, knife in hand. 
It flashed, and was buried to the 
hilt in the old priest’s throat. 

Whinneying like a shell-torn 
horse, the old man let his knife 
fall, tottered, and slumped before 
the altar. 

With a yell that pierced through 
the rhythmic cadence of the drums, 
Jose sprang at Juanita, wrenched 
away the knife, and drove it deep 
into her side. 

Then Don made his effort. With 
a bound he was off the slab, had 
stooped, and picked up the knife 
that the priest had let fall. As 
Jose turned, he drove it clean be¬ 
tween two ribs, straight through 
the negro’s heart. 

Then, while still the amazed In¬ 
dians were clustering together, 
jabbering, screeching, gesticulat¬ 
ing, Don found Dolores. She clung 
to him. “Take me away!” she 
seemed to say, though not a sound 
was audible in the uproar. 

Don Hernandez leaped from his 
throne. He pulled an automatic 
from beneath his robes, aimed it 
at Don. 

But before the slug could reach 
its mark, a man had sprung be¬ 
tween them, and received it and a 
second one in his own body. It 
was Slavinsky, the blond Russian. 
Screaming dementedly, he wrest¬ 
ed the weapon from the Span¬ 
iard’s hand, and gathered him in 
his arms. 

He swung him about his head in 
a mad whirl of death, clearing a 
passage through the Indians, now 
wild with terror. With a frightful 
laugh, he leaped into the crater, 
still clutching the screaming Span¬ 
iard. A dying echo ululated up— 
then there was silence. 


T^HE howling, gibbering Indians 
pressed forward, men and 
women together, peering down into 
that gulf of awful blackness. For 
the moment Don seemed to be for¬ 
gotten. He still stood, holding 
Dolores in his arms. Round him 
the crowd surged to and fro, in 
aimless terror, Jose and the old 
priest lay dead beside the altar. 

Juanita was before Don, the 
blood streaming from her side. 
She seemed to sway. Don caught 
her. 

“Come, come!” she whispered in 
his ear, pointing into the darkness 
behind the leering image of the 
god. “You two. No, I shall come 
and show you, but I can walk. I 
am not hurt bad. Come quick!” 

Nearly every torch had been 
flung down, and, in the gathering 
blackness the screams of the half- 
demented Indians sounded like the 
wails of demons risen from the 
depths of hell. 

Clutching at Don, Juanita 
turned and ran. Don followed, 
picking up Dolores in his arms. 
He saw an open door that closed 
behind him. There were more of 
the interminable corridors, dimly 
lit by electric bulbs, stone stairs 
down which they stumbled, corri¬ 
dors again. Then an earth pass¬ 
age—and suddenly the blessed air, 
the moon and starlight, and the 
huge hulk of the pyramid looming 
above them. 

They had emerged on the side 
of the structure opposite that by 
which they had entered. There 
was nothing but forest about them, 
except a small space littered with 
fallen blocks. 

Juanita stopped. “They will not 
dare to follow you,” she mumbled. 
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“There is a trail, over there, that 
runs toward the sea.” 

The girl sank to the ground at 
Donald’s feet. He bent over her, 
trying to stanch the blood that still 
poured from the wound. 

“No, it is useless,” she gasped. 
“I die, and must go through all the 
hells, because I killed the priest of 
Quetzalcoatl. I die. Forgive me! 
I love you—” 

The breath rattled in her throat 
and ceased. Don heard Dolores 
sobbing at his side. 

“I did not know,” she whispered, 
clinging to him. “I knew nothing, 
ever, and yet I understand now 
that what I thought were dreams, 
were reality. That they made me 
wrestle with those men, after they 
had given me the drug that puts 
me to sleep.” 

“Dolores, what is your last re¬ 
membrance ?” asked Don. 

“Seeing you at the pool, and go¬ 
ing home. I was very sad, because 
I loved you, and I knew that, when 
I saw you again, you would just 
be like my cousins. So I took 
Jose’s draft and went to bed.” 

“But you don’t remember being 
at the dinner table?” 

“I? Impossible. I tell you I re¬ 
member nothing until I awoke in 
that frightful place. But last 
night I—I only drank part of the 
draft, for I did not want to sleep 
too long, and I hoped to see you 
again soon, even if you were not 
going to love me.” 

“You’ll come away with me, 
Dolores?” 

“Yes, wherever you wish. I am 
sorry that Don Hernandez is dead, 
but now I know the things he made 
me do, I cannot grieve for him as I 
should do.” 


Don drew her into'his arms, and 
their lips met over the body of the 
dead girl. 

Poor little Juanita, who had 
loved in her own fashion, and had 
paid the price of her loyalty! 

For more than an hour Don la¬ 
bored, piling the fallen blocks 
about and above her, until her 
body was safe from the birds and 
beasts of the jungle. That was all 
he could do for her. 

Then, in the warm embrace of 
Dolore’s arms, and her soft form 
pressed against his own, Juanita 
was forgotten. For they were 
young, and life was brief, and 
youth still briefer. Afterward, 
when the girl had fallen asleep, 
her head resting on his arm, Don 
tried to plan. But he ended by fall¬ 
ing asleep too, completely exhaust¬ 
ed. 

“TAOLORES, listen, listen! 

^ Look!” 

Over the tree-tops came the 
plane. Don sprang to his feet, 
waving frantically. He saw the 
pilot wave back, and, circling the 
pyramid, the machine came to a 
nice landing in a tiny spot free 
from fallen masonry. 

“Robbins! Good old Robbins!” 
shouted Don, wringing the air¬ 
man’s hand. 

“What’s this, a nudist colony or 
a bathing party?” demanded Rob¬ 
bins, the irrepressible. 

“I’ll tell you, but—Lord, I’m 
glad you came, Robbins!” 

“Lord, man, why didn’t you wait 
for me? What happened to you? 
Cracked up? I was worried stiff 
when they told me you’d started 
in that old crate. And now— 
(Continued on page 90) 
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At first he didn’t know 
whether to trust the 
mountain girl ; but 
then he fell in love 
with her and had to 
trust her, had to fight 
for her. He teas a man 
who had never risked 
much, but this time he 
was fighting for keeps. 


Y OU could hardly call the 
room occupied. It contained 
some rather decent wicker 
furniture, a few brilliant rugs, a 
couch, and a girl. 

The couch was drawn up against 
the opposite window and the girl 
was lying on it. She might have 
been a sinister figure, taking in¬ 
to consideration the long-barreled 
Kentucky rifle and the box of car¬ 
tridges on the stool beside her— 
except that she was obviously 
asleep, and incredibly lovely. 

Tony Mason tried the door, 
found it bolted, and entered 
through a window. Thoughtfully 
he removed the rifle from the 
girl’s limp hands before shaking 
her. Then, realizing that she was 
not asleep—not that way—he 
scouted around for water and a 
towel. 

While bathing her face and fore¬ 
head, which were burning hot to 
his touch, he stared at her. She 
was easy to stare at. She was 
blonde and slender and beautifully 
tanned, and the cotton dress torn 
at the neckline, revealed exquisite 
brown-flesh breasts which were as 
smooth and warm as sun-scorched 
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glass. Her lashes were dark and 
astonishingly long, her neck and 
shoulders void of a single harsh 
line, her lips naturally red and 
full. 

Who the devil was she? What 
was she doing here in Paul La- 
Rue’s hunting lodge? 

The girl’s eyes opened. Tony 
said, “Hello there,” and she sat up 
as if he had struck her. Sat and 
stared at him, frightened for an 
instant, then hostile. Her half- 
bare breasts lifted with her in¬ 
drawn breath and became firm, 
sleek hillocks that held his gaze. 

“I guess you’ve been asleep,” he 
said. “Who are you?” 

The girl ceased gaping at him, 
looked all around as if to make 
sure they were alone. She didn’t 
answer the question. Instead she 
countered suspiciously: “Who are 
you?” 




“Tony Mason, I—” He hesitated. TJE scowled. Her presence was 
It might not be a good idea to say A A going to be awkward. He bad 
too much to this girl. She was a counted on finding the lodge un¬ 
mountain girl. If he began talking occupied, on making it his head- 
about missing Federal Agents, quarters for a few weeks while he 
moonshiners and that sort of thing, explored the surrounding terri- 
she might cause trouble. tory. The task confronting him 

Her slender legs and dainty feet, wa? a big one. Government men 
unbelievably fragile for a moun- had already given it up as hope- 
taineer, he noticed were covered, less. But until he found positive 
with scratches, as if she’d been proof that young Bill Mason had 
running through the woods. She been murdered, Tony Mason would 
was tired, ill. carry on. 

“How long have you been here?” “Sorry,” he said, “but I’ll have 
he demanded. to pack you off home, young lady.” 

“I don’t know. Three or four She stared at him. “No, no! I 
days.” can’t go home! I don’t dare!” 

“Running from someone?” He sighed, shook his head. Why 

“I—no, I just came here to be the devil did she have to look at 
alone.” him like that, with those liquid 
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blue eyes wide open, the whole at¬ 
titude of her body seductively 
appealing? If she didn’t stop it— 
well, there were limits to any 
man’s resolve. She was no mere 
slip of a girl; she was all woman, 
every vital, alluring inch of her. 

“If you’re staying here,” he said, 
“for God’s sake, take off that torn 
dress and put on something more 
complete. I’m human.” 

She nodded. When he lifted her 
up, her face whitened and her 
whole body trembled, then nestled 
confidently against him. Quickly 
he curled an arm around her, but 
that was worse. She winced as if 
he had stuck something sharp into 
her. He let her down gently and 
stood over her, frowning. Grimly 
he said: “What’s wrong?” 

“You—you hurt me. You’re so 
strong.” 

He leaned closer and saw an 
ugly tear in her dress, with a 
brownish stain around it. He 
grunted, strode into the adjoining 
room, a bedroom, and looked for 
some clothes belonging to LaRue’s 
wife. Returning, he put a pair of 
black and gold pajamas on the 
stool. 

They might belong to LaRue’s 
wife, and they might belong to one 
of LaRue’s girl-friends. LaRue 
was that kind of fellow. Right now 
it didn’t matter. 

The girl watched him curiously 
while he monkeyed with the oil 
stove in the corner. In a moment, 
with water heating over a blue 
flame, he returned to her. 

“Easy now,” he said. 

Nervously he tore her dress and 
bared the ugly wound in her gleam¬ 
ing side. Apparently she had tried 
to doctor it herself. It was red 


and inflamed, smeared with iodine, 
and looked like a crude tattoo on 
the soft, quivering velvet of her 
flesh. She winced when he touched 
it. 

“You haven’t told me your 
name,” he said, to get her mind 
off the pain. 

“It’s Mary James.” 

“Lying, eh? You’re afraid of 
something. Well, then, I’ll name 
you myself.” His fingers were gent¬ 
ly massaging her bruises, and the 
intoxicating closeness of her sent 
electric chills to the core of his 
emotions. There was -something 
about this girl. If she knew the 
ropes, she could make a man do 
anything she wanted—absolutely 
anything! Many a professional 
charmer would pay a fortune for 
this girl’s natural allure! 

“I’ll call you Bill,” Tony mut¬ 
tered. “Good old standby, and 
it’ll keep me in my place, maybe. 
I guess that water’s warm.” 

Bill. Funny how that had come 
out. But she was a lot like Bill, in 
a way. About the same age, the 
same height. Only she was alive— 
very much alive!—and if the Fed¬ 
eral men were right, Bill Mason 
was dead. 

Involuntarily he clenched his 
fists. By God, the Feds were 
wrong! Bill Mason couldn’t be 
dead! Somewhere in these infernal 
hills, while seeking the source of 
the moonshine whiskey which had 
flooded Kentucky for the past year, 
Bill Mason was still alive and still 
working for Uncle Sam. 

With some bottles from the bath¬ 
room shelf, Tony returned to the 
girl. Continuing his ministrations, 
he had to bend low over her, his 
lips close to hers. Her breasts be- 
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gan quivering in telltale confes¬ 
sion that she, too, was feeling the 
intoxication of their nearness. 

“Hungry?” he said. 

She nodded. He finished his job 
and si.,- a up. 

“I’ll see what’s to eat. While 
I’m gone, you can be getting into 
those pajamas.” 

I1TE HAD time to think about 

A her while rounding up canned 
goods and a box of pancake flour. 
The girl had evidently stumbled in 
here, seeking refuge from persecu¬ 
tion of some sort. She was des¬ 
perately afraid. 

There would be trouble. 

With a steaming coffee pot in 
one hand he walked into the other 
room, then stopped, stared. The 
girl was lying on the couch, her 
arms twined behind her head. 
Black and gold pajamas accenting 
vivid, pulsing curves, blonde hair, 
parted lips smiling . . . 

Tony faced her grimly. “I made 
a mistake, ”he muttered. “Bill’s 
not the right name for you at all. 
The right one—well, I dunno. But 
Bill isn’t.” 

After that he was vaguely dis¬ 
turbed and not at all sure of him¬ 
self. He told himself that the girl 
had no right to be here. He had 
a job to do, and her presence would 
hinder him. He didn’t want her 
around. 

Then he watched her, and cursed 
himself for being an idiot. Of 
course he wanted her. Who 
wouldn’t? 

“If you don't tell me who you 
are,” he said savagely, “I’ll—” 

“You won’t give me away?” 

“Of course I won’t.” 

“You see, they’re looking for 


me. My father, I mean, and my 
two brothers. And Vance—Vance 
Kelligrew. I was supposed to 
marry Vance.” 

Tony scowled. 

“I wouldn’t marry him,” the girl 
said. “He’s bad. They tried to 
make me do it, so I ran away. 
This hurt in my side, I got it when 
I fell down in the swamp. It didn’t 
begin to hurt until today. But 
1 don’t care. I don’t want to marry 
a bad man. I want someone good, 
like you.” 

Tony, his face crimsoning, said 
slowly: “How long before they’ll 
find out where you are?” 

“I don’t know. I’m afraid.” 

The look in her eyes gave him 
the creeps. He turned, stared at 
the door as if expecting at any 
montent to see a gang of back¬ 
woodsmen entering the cabin. 
They’d be tough ones to handle. 
The fact that Federal Agent Bill 
Mason had been missing all these 
months was proof enough of that. 

He thought about it while clean¬ 
ing off the table. Later, standing 
at a window, he saw that darkness 
had crept in on them. The woods 
were black, furtive, unpleasantly 
close. The girl had retrieved her 
rifle and was sitting on the couch, 
close to the window nearest the 
door. 

“You think they’ll come at 
night?” he said, frowning. 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“In the daytime they’re afraid. 
The law wants them.” 

Tony stiffened, felt his fists 
tighten. A flood of questions leaped 
to his lips, and he stifled them. 
“Say . . .” he mumbled slowly, 
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“yon don’t talk like a backwoods 
girl.” 

“I’ve been to school.” 

lVTO school, he thought, could 
teach a girl to stare at a man 
that way, or instruct her in the art 
of increasing a man’s blood-beat. 
Watching the slow rise and fall of 
her breasts, he wanted suddenly 
to stride over to her, to crush 
her firm young body against his 
and drink some of the nectar from 
those parted lips. Instead he said 
curtly: 

“Suppose they find you here? 
What then?” 

“They’ll take me away, make me 
marry Vance.” She shuddered. 

He felt his fingers closing vi¬ 
ciously around somebody’s throat. 
Take her away? By God, they 
wouldn’t. Not while Tony Mason 
was here to prevent it! No filthy 
paws were going to maul that 
body. No tobacco-stained mouth 
was going to slobber over those 
perfect lips! 

Besides, if he played his cards 
right, he might be able to use this 
girl. She might be able to tell him 
some of the things he was anxious 
to know. If he could gain her con¬ 
fidence. . . . 

He paced forward, took the rifle 
from her hands. “We’re going to 
make a change in you,” he said 
grimly. “Brains’ll win this game, 
not brawn.” 

He went into the other room, 
returned with a towel full of stuff 
from a dressing-table, pulled up a 
stool and sat down. “First we’ll 
alter the loveliness of those lips,” 
he said. “Then—no, wait a min¬ 
ute.” 

It wouldn’t work. Anyone who 


had ever seen her before would 
know the glitter of that golden 
hair in an instant. He stood up, 
scowling. There would be some¬ 
thing in the bathroom to take care 
of that. LaRue’s wife changed the 
hue olher hair semi-annually. 

He rummaged frantically for 
what he wanted. Now that he 
knew what could be done, there 
seemed to be a frightful shortage 
of time. “Come in here!” he called. 
“Make it snappy!” 

TT TOOK a long time, and the 
1 directions on the bottle were 
maddeningly indefinite. Rinse and 
massage, rinse and massage again. 
How in hell could you dye a girl’s 
hair when you had to stand close 
to her, with the heat of her elastic 
young body stealing into your own, 
making every nerve tingle ? 

But there was a transformation. 
When he lit the lamp in the liv¬ 
ing-room and studied his handi¬ 
work, he nodded with approval. 
The blonde hair was streaked and 
damp, but was now a rich, deep 
brown, gleaming like polished cop¬ 
per. 

He combed the copper strands 
straight back, parted them in the 
middle, and wound them into a coil 
behind her neck. When he stood 
back for a final inspection, her 
face was a wondering cameo 
framed in bronze, smiling up at 
him. She looked Spanish. 

“Now,” he said, “we’ll operate. 
On the couch with you!” 

She stretched herself like a lean, 
tawny cat. Good Lord, why did 
she have to be so casual about it? 
That was the trouble: all these 
movements of hers, the widening 
of her eyes, the eager quivering 
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of her ruby lips, the lithe, supple 
relaxation of her body, were all 
so damned unintentional. 

If any other woman had em¬ 
ployed the same devices he could 
laugh and tell her he knew all the 
answers. But this girl was not try¬ 
ing to make him love her. She 
didn’t want anything. She was 
just being herself! 

He used eyebrow pencil first, 
transforming her natural loveli¬ 
ness into a sleek, woman-of-the- 


world sophistication. Then rouge 
and powder, to mask the smooth, 
tanned complexion. And then, 
with vague misgivings, the lips. . . 

All he could see were eyes and 
lips, haunting him. Eyes wide 
open, staring innocently, yet not 
so innocently perhaps, into his 
own. Lips moist, slightly parted, 
invitingly close. There was only 
one possible answer. He made it. 

He lowered his mouth to hers 
and held it there. Red flames 
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leaped inside him, torturing him. 
The pressure of that sweet, warm 
mouth so eagerly and hungrily 
Merged with his own was like a 
heady drug, destroying his reason. 

Only the knowledge that time 
was precious saved him from 
plunging into the dark pool of 
madness that heaved up to engulf 
him. 

He finished the ordeal and got to 
his feet again. She was no longer 
a backwoods girl, naive and sim¬ 
ple; she was a carmine lady of 
dimly-lighted boudoirs and affaires 
d’amour. But she didn’t seem to 
know it. 

Totally unaware of her irresis¬ 
tible allure, she lay back on the 
couch, every line of her glorious 
body emphasized by the silken 
pajamas. And then, gathering up a 
flowered box and a huge powder- 
puff, Tony braced himself, said 
softly: 

“You’ll have to manipulate that 
jacket a bit while I—well—sort 
of spread some powder on. Around 
your neck, I mean, and down low¬ 
er. And your back.” 

After a moment’s hesitation she 
obeyed, and then lay flat on her 
back, awaiting the caress of the 
puff. 

He dabbed on the powder, 
smeared it along the supple curve 
of her throat, over the smooth 
flesh of her shoulders. Fragrant 
though the powder was, he still 
caught the exotic aroma of her 
lovely body, and the aroma was 
like that of some stupefying' in¬ 
cense, numbling his reflexes. 

Sweat was hot on his forehead 
when he finished. 

“You haven’t told me,” she said, 
“why you came here.” 


He stared straight into her eyes. 
“I came to find my brother.” 

“He—lives here in the moun¬ 
tains?” 

“He’s a Federal man,” Tony said 
cautiously, choosing his words 
with care. “He came here a long 
time ago, alone, to do a job for 
Uncle Sam. He — disappeared. 
Other Federal men came to look 
for him, but failed to find him. So 
now I’m here.” 

“And are you a Federal man, 
too?” 

He shook his head. That was the 
queer part of it. He, Tony Mason, 
was not much of anything. Drift¬ 
ing along through life, he had 
worked at half a hundred odd jobs, 
played the horses, gambled—and 
yet was considered a gentleman. 

That word “gentleman” didn’t 
mean much. It seemed to fit almost 
any man who could make enough 
money to dress well and mingle 
with the right people. Bill Ma¬ 
son, for instance, would not be 
considered a “gentleman.” Bill 
worked for a living. 

More than once, Tony had en¬ 
vied Bill Mason. More than once 
he had wondered what would hap¬ 
pen if he, himself, were ever forced 
to face some of the dangers that 
Bill faced almost .daily. 

“No,” he said slowly, “I’m not a 
Federal man. I’m just—well— 
nothing.” 

He wondered if the girl knew 
what he meant. 

YJZ7HAT time it was when the 
™ thing happened, he was not 
quite sure. For hours, it seemed, 
he had been playing poker with 
his charming companion — for 
matches—and trying to convince 
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her that diamonds and hearts were 
not the same suit—and talking to 
her, of course, about her father and 
brothers and about the man she 
was fated to marry. 

The oil lamp on the table cast 
its ochre softness over them and 
made an Arabian Night’s Dream 
of her, and Tony’s heart had been 
spitting sparks. 

Then, like a startled cat she 
dropped her handful of cards and 
said: “Listen, Tony! Someone is 
coming!” 

He hadn’t heard a thing, but 
stood up jerkily and grasped her 
arm. “In the bedroom!” he 
snapped. “Sprawl out on the bed 
as if you belonged there! I’m 
going to tell them you’re my wom¬ 
an. You’ve got to make them be¬ 
lieve it!” 

She nodded, was gone before he 
had finished clearing the cards off 
the table. On second thought he 
threw the cards down again, 
snatched her old cotton dress off 
the couch, thrust it beneath the 
covers and patted it down. 

An instant later, he had a bottle 
of whiskey on the table, and two 
glasses, half full, and was stand¬ 
ing in the middle of the floor, star¬ 
ing about him to be sure that 
everything looked casual and com¬ 
monplace when the veranda steps 
creaked outside and a heavy fist 
banged on the door. 

Tony tiptoed to the bedroom 
threshold. “All right in there?” 
he whispered. 

“Yes, I—I think so.” 

“Keep a stiff chin, sweetheart. 
Don’t worry.” 

The door vibrated to another 
onslaught. Scowling, he stumped 
toward it and put a hand on the 


latch. “Well, who is it?” he 
snarled. “Who’s there?” 

There was no reply. He raised 
the latch and jerked the door 
savagely and then stood quite still, 
staring into scowling features 
which were more anthropoid than 
human. If this was a sample of 
the local male, he didn’t blame the 
girl for running away from it. 

“Well,” he said, “what do you 
want?” 

“Ma’y Lou Conner come heuh. 
We come to git her.” 

“Who? Mary Lou who?” He 
took careful note that there were 
three other men behind the first. 
Wild, primitive fellows, undeni¬ 
ably looking for trouble. “If you’re 
looking for someone,” he shrugged, 
“you’re in the wrong place. I’m 
alone here with my wife.” 

“Ain’ true. We done track Ma’y 
Lou in heuh. Come ’long, you 
boys. We’m look foh oursel’.” 

Tony shrugged and stepped 
backward, eyeing the four intru¬ 
ders steadily, sizing them up. They 
were rough, tough backwoodsmen, 
accustomed to getting what they 
wanted. 

The big fellow was probably 
the girl’s father. Two others were 
her brothers, of course, and the 
fourth was a lean, unshaven youth 
who looked ugly and vicious. Tony 
drew a deep, slow breath and 
backed up. With the odds four to 
one against him, he was taking no 
chances, making no idiotic moves. 

IGNORING him, they grouped in 
A the center of the room and 
gazed about them. Each was armed 
with a long-barreled Kentucky 
rifle. 

Tony walked into the bedroom. 
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The girl was there. Very much 
there. He stared at her and felt 
queer all over. She had obeyed 
his instructions to the letter and 
was lying full length on the bed, 
the jacket of her pajamas half 
open, revealing creamy, indolent 
flesh which made him catch his 
breath. 

A lamp burned dimly on the 
dressing-table, spreading just 
enough light to complete the illu¬ 
sion. They would never connect 
this Latin-eyed woman of the night 
with the simple backwoods girl 
they were seeking! 

“My dear,” Tony drawled, 
“we’re being investigated. No, no, 
don’t trouble your lovely head. 
The gentlemen are merely looking 
for someone.” 

The large man entered silently 
and stood staring. Tony faced him, 
scowling. “When you’re through 
gawking,” Tony rasped, “get out! 
This is a lady’s bedroom!” Funny 
he should feel that way about it, 
but he did. 

The large man turned and strode 
out, apparently satisfied. Tony 


One of them swung a 
rifle, and then Tony 
was in the thick of it, 
fighting back to back 
with his brother. 


walked out after him. “Well?” 
Tony said insolently. 

They seemed to be convinced. 
After helping themselves to a last 
look around, they headed for the 
door. 

And then one of them stopped 
short—stared at a Kentucky rifle 
leaning in the corner. Tony’s 
throat tightened convulsively. He 
stiffened. The fellow lifted the 
rifle, examined it, put it down 
again. He shot a quick, ominous 
glance at Tony and strode toward 
the bedroom. 

“Not a chance,” Tony said grim¬ 
ly, blocking the way. “Not a 
chance!” 

There was an automatic in his 
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pocket and lie jabbed a band in 
after it. He hadn’t meant to use 
it; these backwoodsmen were too 
thick-headed to respect anything 
so small. But now. . . . 

He was too slow. The large man 
lurched toward him, snarling. In¬ 
stinctively, Tony threw up both 
arms to defend himself, and found 
himself fighting. 

Four against one, He didn’t have 
much chance. But he put up a good 
show. The table splintered, drop¬ 
ping whiskey bottle and glasses 
and cards to the floor. Tony’s fists 
beat a wild, desperate tattoo on 
insensate flesh. 

A groping hand gripped the 
whiskey bottle by the neck, lifted 
it and brought it down again, hard. 
Tony staggered back, groaning. 


Blood was hot and sweet on his 
lips as he collapsed. 

TV7HEN he came to, a hand-organ 
” in his hand was grinding out 
last year’s melodies while demon 
drummers beat an infernal accom¬ 
paniment. Men were talking in 
low tones. A girl was sobbing. 

Tony stared into the sinister 
muzzle of a rifle. 

They had propped him in a 
chair. Facing him, on the couch, 
sat the girl, her wide eyes staring 
and her face stained with tears. 
They were going to take her away 
now, damn them, and . . . 

Tony narrowed his aching eyes 
and stared harder. Something was 
wrong. There had been four men 
in the room before; now there were 
three. One had departed. The 
others were sitting with rifles on 
their knees, apparently waiting for 
something. 

Tony got to his feet and took a 
lurching step forward. “Well, 
what’s up?” he demanded. “What 
are you hanging around for?” 
And then, bitterly: “What am I 
supposed to do? Serve drinks?” 

“Yo’ll stayin’ right heuh ontil 
Yance comes.” 

“What?” 

“Set down an’ shut up!” 

Tony didn’t get it. It was too 
much, after that vicious smash on 
the head. Yance, of course, was 
Vance Kelligrew, the man Mary 
Lou Connor was supposed to mar¬ 
ry. But . . . 

He turned and saw that Mary 
Lou was sobbing again. 

“What the devil is this?” he de¬ 
manded. 

“They—they’ve sent Joe Heskell 
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after Vance. They think we— 
we—” 

He gazed mutely at her damp, 
gleaming hair, her carmine lips, at 
the black and gold pajamas which 
she was holding together with 
white, trembling hands. So that 
was it! They thought the worst. 
And because Mary Lou was Vance 
Kelligrew’s girl, they had sent for 
Vance. 

“Look here, you apes!” Tony 
snarled. “This girl and I don’t 
even know each other. I was sim¬ 
ply trying to help her out, that’s 
all! Now get out of here!” 

One of the men shifted slightly 
and stroked the barrel of his rifle. 
That was their answer. 

Tony swore, walked to the couch. 
He wished his head would stop 
aching, so he could think clearly. 
“Let’s get this straight,” he said, 
talking to Mary Lou because it was 
no use talking to the others. “They 
intend to hold us here until Vance 
arrives, and then Vance will tell 
them what to do with us. Is that 
it?” 

“Yes',” she whispered, staring 
at him. 

A mirthless smile curled Tony’s 
lips. “Well,” he said, “it’s been a 
pleasure meeting you. A genuine 
pleasure, Mary Lou. They can do 
their damndest now ...” 

He waited. Presently one of the 
men came a few steps closer and 
stared at him. 

“Wouldn’t surprise me none,” 
the fellow said, “if you was a 
Federal.” 

“Well, I’m not.” 

“Beckon Vance’ll decide on that, 
when he gits heuh. Ain’t healthy 
fer Federals ’round heuh.” 

Tony was silent. 


rpHEY came at last, and Vance 
A Kelligrew was a gaunt, raw- 
boned man whose great, hulking 
body filled most of the room. With 
him were two strangers and the 
unshaven youth who had gone 
after him. 

It was the first time Tony Mason 
had obtained a good, close-up look 
at the unshaven one. The first time 
the fellow had come near enough. 
Tony’s eyes narrowed slowly. A. 
scowl twisted over his mouth, and 
he leaned forward. 

The youth stepped back abrupt¬ 
ly, and turned away. 

Vance Kelligrew put his hands 
on his hips, spread his legs wide, 
and glared. Grimly he said: 
“What’s your real reason foh bein’ 
heuh, mister?” 

Tony, still staring at the youth 
and still struggling to believe what 
his eyes told him, did not answer. 

“You a Federal?” Kelligrew 
snapped. 

“No.” 

“You’re lyin! Ain’t no one 
comes in heuh but Federals! You’re 
a dirty, spy in’ Government man!” 

Tony sighed wearily. What was 
the use of arguing? 

Vance Kelligrew ceased mutter¬ 
ing, stepped back and talked to 
the others. When he stepped for¬ 
ward again, a crooked smile 
lengthened his thin lips. 

“Reckon you and Ma’y Lou is 
goin’ to git married,” he said. 

“What?” 

“You heard me.” 

Tony swore softly, glanced at 
Mary Lou and saw that she was 
terrified. “Married?” he said 
hoarsely. “You mean — you’re 
going to force us into a wedding 
ceremony?” 
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Kelligrew nodded. “And then I 
reckon we’ll shoot yon. Ain’t got 
no use for Federals ’round heuh.” 

Beads of sweat formed on Tony’s 
high forehead. “I thought you 
wanted this girl for yourself,” he 
muttered. 

“Do, sure ’nough.” 

“Then why in God’s name—” 

Mary Lou touched his arm. “You 
don’t understand,” she whispered. 
“They think that you and I—they 
think we—” 

“I get it,” Tony shrugged. 
“They want their women pure and 
noble, or they don’t want ’em at 
all. Just a quaint little hill-billy 
custom, eh? Queer ideas some 
people have. Well, don’t worry.” 
He turned to Yance again. “What 
if I refuse to marry her?” he de¬ 
manded. 

“You won’t do that.” 

“I sure as hell will!” 

Vance raised his rifle an inch 
and fingered the lock. “You better 
make up your mind.” 

Tony choked back a snarling 
retort. This was backwoods coun¬ 
try; these people had ideas and 
codes of their own, and he was in 
a spot. Marry the girl? It could 
be annulled, of course, later. He 
knew people who knew people. 

But there’d be no annulment. 
Oh, no. Just as soon as the cere¬ 
mony was over, they would mur¬ 
der him. The chances were, they 
wouldn’t even give him time 
enough to kiss his bride. 

He sighed. “All right,” he 
shrugged. “Do your damnedest.” 
Then he sat beside Mary Lou 
again, and waited. 

CHE huddled against him. Her 
^ hand, groping for his, was 


trembling. Her whole body was 
trembling. When he put a pro-' 
tective arm around her, she was 
so close to him, so much a part of 
him, that he could almost hear the 
heart throbbing under an exquis¬ 
itely formed breast. 

He stared at her. She was so 
lovely in those black and gold 
pajamas. So young and sweet. 
Her sobs tortured him. Her wide 
eyes begged him to do something. 

And then the man who eventual¬ 
ly would own her—the huge, 
gaunt backwoodsman with the 
warped sense of humor—was or¬ 
dering Tony to get up. 

Tony turned his hack to them 
all and took Mary Lou in his arms. 
He did it deliberately, did it slow¬ 
ly, because he wanted them all to 
know the truth. 

“If these dirty apes weren’t here 
to make us,” he said gently, “I’d 
be asking you to marry me any¬ 
way, Mary Lou. I mean it.” 

The girl was close against him, 
warm, soft, sobbing. He put his 
mouth hard against hers and held 
it there. 

Across the room, the unshaven 
youth was intently watching him. 
Tony knew that. 

“Come on!” Kelligrew snarled. 
“Quit the stallin’!” 

The unshaven youth stepped 
forward. It was he who answered, 
not Tony. “I reckon,” he said 
grimly, “we won’t go through with 
this. If you men want to kill a 
Federal Agent, try killing me!” 

For seconds only, the room was 
wrapped in a blanket of weird si¬ 
lence. The youth stood there, 
swaying a little on the balls of his 
feet. The snub-nosed automatic 
(Continued on page 90) 



CROSSBONES 

By JOHN PHILLIPS 

He was face to face with Destiny, and a man didn’t 
let a girl stop him at that point—even if it meant 
turning outlaw. . . . 


44 TTEENAN—” Dona Cata- 
I A lina’s dark eyes clouded 
1 as she watched him 
buckle on his long bladed Toledo 
rapier. “You said we’d have the 
evening together.” 

She laid aside the glass that mir¬ 
rored her lovely face and reflected 
the rise and fall of glorious breasts 
which tented the frail fabric of her 
low yoked gown seductively. Her 
perfect legs were stretched out in 
candle glow that made shadow and 
flickering gold play fascinating 
tricks with her knees and exqui¬ 
sitely modeled hips; but Catalina 
was handicapped—she was the 
wife of Hernan Cortez, this man 
who faced her. 

“I’m sorry, querida mia. But 
I’m busy. And—” He hesitated; 
for a moment eyed the silk that 
caressed the supple curve of her 
waist. Then he impatiently donned 
his plumed cap. “I’ve spent a doz¬ 
en years herding Indian slaves and 
hanging petty larceny thieves! 
And now there’s a chance to com¬ 
mand the fleet that’s going out to 
find that bungler, Grijalva. Find 
him, and the gold mines of Yuca¬ 
tan. That is, if I can talk the gov¬ 
ernor out of that old grudge he’s 
been nursing.” 

Catalina’s brow puckered in a 
faint frown. She had seen some¬ 
thing in his eyes during that mo¬ 
ment when they appraised her 
thinly veiled loveliness, that made 
70 


her realize he was comparing her 
to someone else. 

CHE was right; but first, Cortez 
strode purposefully toward the 
mansion of Diego Velasquez, gov¬ 
ernor of Cuba. Later that night, 
on his way to the house of Juan 
Grijalva, he would not he so ob¬ 
vious in his movements! Not that 
the wife of the absent Grijalva in¬ 
terested him, she was fat, and had 
a perceptible mustache, beefy hips, 
and a bosom reminiscent of saddle 
bags. But there was Francisca, the 
niece: a rubia, red haired, and with 
greenish eyes. 

Just past the plaza, Cortez 
passed a building entirely too large 
for the grocery store it was sup¬ 
posed to be. It was a high grade 
establishment, devoted to devious 
sorts of entertainment! Better, 
perhaps, meet Francisca there. It 
was a favorite try sting place of 
young people in love. And even as 
he pondered, a woman in an ankle 
length cape crossed the muddy 
street, heading for the narrow alley 
that led to a side door. 

She was veiled; but a gust of 
warm seabreeze betrayed her. Her¬ 
nan and she were almost face to 
face when the veil eluded her jew¬ 
eled fingers. And the thread of 
light that crept from between the 
shutters of the ground floor gave 
Cortez a glimpse of sultry eyes, 
lips red and bee-stung, sensuous. 



“Overboard!” he snapped at 
her. “We’ve got to get to the 
fleet!” 

She was Dona Luisa, the mis¬ 
tress of gray haired, pudgy Diego 
Velasquez, the governor, one wom¬ 
an Cortez had to keep off his list 
of playmates. 

He hurried on to the Velasquez 
mansion. Some minutes later he 
learned that the governor was not 



in. The answer was easy; he must 
be on his way to meet Luisa. Cor¬ 
tez retraced his steps. 

“I’ll see him anyway! He’ll be 
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half drunk and good humored.” 

T^ELASQUEZ, close to sixty, was 
" inordinately proud of his young 
mistress. He could not even keep 
her out of his broad jests and 
boasts in the wineshops of Santi¬ 
ago; thus what would be a social 
error with another man would only 
leave the ribald Velasquez feeling 
expansive and lordly. 

Cortez tapped at the side door of 
the house he had passed that morn¬ 
ing. A leather faced hag with 
snaggled teeth eyed him from head 
to foot. He thrust a golden Castel¬ 
lano into her hand and ordered, 
“The best room in the house. And 
a bottle of Estramadura.” 

“Si, si, senor el alcalde!” She 
led him up a narrow stairway 
which reached to the second story. 
“There is almost no one here. You 
have your choice.” 

That made things easier. And 
while old Tula went back to wait 
for his fictitious playmate, he lost 
no time in stealing from door to 
door. 

Presently he heard a woman’s 
voice. It must be Dona Luisa, and 
she was being thoroughly kissed. 
That inarticulate moment, fol¬ 
lowed by a shuddering sigh, was a 
tribute to anyone’s devotion. 

“Oh—I shouldn’t—” she finally 
protested. “I’m afraid—” 

That afterthought, Cortez con¬ 
tended, was a lot too late. And the 
longer he listened, the more uneasy 
he became. 

“Cristo del Groal His breath 
was beginning to keep pace with 
Luisa’s. “Where’d his excellency, 
that pot bellied cabron, ever learn 
to make a woman think she is lis¬ 
tening to angel’s voices?” 


So he knelt to align his eye with 
the thread of light that filtered 
through the keyhole. 

Dona Luisa’s arms were lovely. 
Any woman’s arms are, when they 
are wrapped that tightly about a 
man. And her legs—it did not take 
an alcalde to recognize exceptional 
curves. Her ankle length skirt had 
forgotten all about ankles, or even 
knees. Cortez, however, began to 
wonder how Velasquez had so sud¬ 
denly grown a shock of black hair 
on his bald spot. 

The fact of it was, the man in¬ 
side was not the governor of Cuba. 
That added indignation to Cortez’ 
other rapidly mounting emotions. 
The gentleman, he perceived, had 
unbuckled his sword. Then Cortez 
noted the crest emblazoned in 
enamel on the scabbard. He treat¬ 
ed himself to one of his rare smiles; 
Luisa’s sweetheart was Andres de 
Duero, private secretary to the 
governor! 

Being appointed admiral of the 
fleet seemed much easier to Cortez, 
now that he had the great man’s 
secretary thoroughly cornered. 

The door was bolted. That was 
fortunate for Cortez. He drew his 
thin bladed dagger and with in¬ 
finite caution, forced its splendidly 
tempered point into the soft 
wrought iron of the bolt, which he 
then was able to slip forward a 
fraction of an inch. 

The couple on the other side was 
making his hand unsteady. But 
presently the prying dagger did 
the work. He kicked open the door. 
Luisa screamed, caught her gown, 
and in her haste, uncovered more 
than she managed to hide; but Cor¬ 
tez had no eyes for the third nicest 
thighs in Santiago, nor the sixth 
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loveliest other odds and ends that 
peeped from behind the lady’s 
disheveled hair. 

AS DE DUERO cursed wrath- 
fully, diving for his sword, the 
intruder boomed in well feigned 
astonishment, “For dios, senor! 
That old hag sent me—” 

De Duero’s blade hissed from its 
scabbard; but Hernan Cortez was 
already on guard with his own 
rapier. He said, “A thousand par¬ 
dons, Dona Luisa—I was looking 
for his excellency, the governor.” 

De Duero, panic stricken by his 
exposure, stretched out in a direct 
disengage that should have im¬ 
paled the invader; but Cortez drew 
back on his guard. 

The thrust fell short. The sec¬ 
retary made a fierce beat that 
nearly tore the blade from his op¬ 
ponent’s hand. He gained his open¬ 
ing, and drove home; but Cortez, 
standing fast, dropped his point 
in a small, circling motion, and the 
thrust just touched his trailing 
cape. He had De Duero wide open; 
but instead of pressing his advan¬ 
tage, he traversed, forcing his ad¬ 
versary to shift. 

Another clash of steel, crisp and 
deadly. De Duero, pea green with 
terror, bent trembling knees as he 
came on guard. Cortez’ blade, mo¬ 
tionless yet quivering like a thing 
endowed with life of its own, was 
seeking an opening. Then, warned 
by the rustling which he heard 
above De Duero’s tense breathing, 
Cortez made a second unexpected 
shift, just as a decanter spattered 
to shreds against the wall behind 
him. 

Luisa, recognized and exposed, 
was desperate. She screamed as 


Cortez, untouched, sank forward, 
and his hissing glissade became a 
searching tongue of steel. His 
guard and forte deflected De 
Duero’s vain stop-thrust. 

Luisa did not wait for the score. 
The clang of a dropped blade has¬ 
tened her flight. Thus she did not 
know that De Duero, merely run 
through the forearm, faced his op¬ 
ponent, empty handed. 

“You needn’t have crowded me, 
senor. I think the world of His 
Excellency.” Cortez unbent enough 
to let that grave, winning smile 
invade his face. “If I told Ve¬ 
lasquez of his querida’s excellent 
taste in lovers, he’d get so mad 
he’d not put me in command of the 
expedition to Yucatan. The bearer 
of bad news, you know, never gets 
a hearty welcome.” 

De Duero’s color was returning 
to his handsome, swarthy face. He 
stuttered, “Your heart is really set 
on going to Yucatan, senor el Al¬ 
calde?” 

Cortez said, “It would be a 
shame if an artist like you Were to 
be hanged by a peevish governor.” 

“Leave it to me! For dios, he 
trusts me implicitly. He is very 
much against you, but I can pur- 
suade him—” 

XT ALE an hour later, Hernan 
Cortez was back on the street. 
He had seen just enough of Dona 
Luisa to be eager to refresh his 
recollection of Francisca Grijalva! 

Not more than an hour there¬ 
after, a girl slim enough to be en¬ 
ticing by suggestion rather than 
by fullness of contour was remov¬ 
ing the massive bars that guarded 
her window. They had been.sawed, 
then secured by tar. And pres- 
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ently, the alcalde of Santiago was 
clearing the sill. 

He conld scarcely see Francisca’s 
eyes in the dimness, but her great¬ 
est beauty—pert breasts only 
vaguely concealed by her fragile 
nightgown—were pressed too 
heartily against him for seeing, 
anyway. 

“The governor’s lady,” decided 
Cortez, as he found Francisca’s lips 
and drew her very close, “may 
have a bit more to squeeze, but on 
the other hand, she’s been squeezed 
a lot more!” 

As far as he could tell, Francis¬ 
ca’s squeezable qualities were en¬ 
tirely satisfactory and there was 
no use striking a light to make fur¬ 
ther comparisons. . . . 

Catalina was awake when he 
returned much later that night, 
but she feigned sleep, and watched 
him through half veiled lashes. 
She did not miss the flourish with 
which he hung up his sword. Bit¬ 
terness corroded her heart as she 
noted that he was quite unaware 
that the warmth of the Cuban 
night had made her frail, lace- 
work gown all the covering she 
needed. 

r T'HE following evening, Cortez 
1 called on Diego Velasquez. The 
burly, red faced old governor 
greeted his visitor with his cus¬ 
tomary bluff heartiness, roared for 
wine, and wheezed out the latest 
ribald stories from Santiago; but 
his shrewd little eyes covered Cor¬ 
tez from head to foot. Finally, 
draining his flagon, he put it aside 
with a thump, and got down to 
facts: “Don Hernan, I’ve been 
thinking it over all day. You and 
I have had our disagreements in 


the past, but let’s forget that! 
You’re the man to command the 
fleet I’m sending to Yucatan to find 
my kinsman, Juan Grijalva. To 
say nothing of the gold mines.” 

“Your Excellency!” Cortez 
feigned surprise. “This is an hon¬ 
or.” 

Don Diego chuckled, slapped 
Cortez on the thigh, and said: “It’ll 
give the rest of us a better chance 
with the girls in Santiago. But it’s 
going to cost money for ships, men, 
and provisions. At least twenty 
thousand Castellanos. 

That took Cortez’ breath; but he 
shrugged, twisted his mustache, 
and said, “Better raise thirty thou¬ 
sand, your excellency.” 

Velasquez toyed with his neck- 
chain. “You can raise twenty of 
it?” 

This was risky ground. If Cor¬ 
tez found Grijalva, and the gold 
of Yucatan, the governor would 
hog the plunder; if he failed, Cor¬ 
tez would pay the bill. But he had 
dreamed too long of those gilded 
lands. 

Cortez stood up, very erect. 
“Your Excellency, raising twenty 
thousand Castellanos is easy 
enough!” 

He bowed, ceremoniously, furled 
his cape about him, and stalked 
from the governor’s house. His 
destination was the wine shop fre¬ 
quented by all the great landlords 
of Cuba, the wealthier merchants, 
and the shipmasters. 

This was the first sales talk in 
the New World. And late that 
night, Hernan Cortez emerged 
from the wine shop. His eyes were 
unnaturally bright. His step was 
not quite steady. Yet he had won 
his point; he had a thick sheaf of 
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the spell of Ms argument had 
mortgaged their plantations to the 
hilt. Unless Cortez came back from 
Yucatan with gold aplenty, he 
would be a pauper. Worse than 
that, he would be promptly jailed 
on a trumped up charge and 
hanged. 

He went to his office in the city 
hall. The night watchman, half 
drunk and asleep, was crouched on 
the steps. Cortez had too much 
on his mind to boot the fellow. Let 
him sleep. There Would be no 
sleep for Cortez from now on. His 
pale face was set in deeper lines 
as he opened the iron strong box 
and thrust into it the bills of ex¬ 
change. 

He spent the day, and the days 
following, haggling, persuading 
merchants and ships chandlers, re¬ 
cruiting sailors, and soldiers. In¬ 
dian slaves, bent double by their 
burdens, filed in endless columns to 
docks beyond which ten ships rode 
at anchor. And nights he sat in 
his office in the city hall, calcu¬ 
lating and planning by candlelight. 

Unease finally combined with 
weariness to overwhelm him. Ve¬ 
lasquez, craftily cornering sup¬ 
plies, was selling them at an enor¬ 
mous profit; and Cortez recklessly 
borrowed more and more. His 
friends and creditors would tear 
him limb from limb if he did not 
bring each ship back loaded with 
gold. 

TTHIS night he did not walk along 
the water front. He set out for 
Juan Grijalva’s house at the fur¬ 
ther outskirts of the town. Catalina 
thought he was insane, but Fran- 
cisca understood. His weariness 
kept him from noting the dark 


figure that was even then entering 
the city hall: a man, moving fur¬ 
tively. 

But Cortez himself was just en¬ 
tering into a dark alley as the 
stealthy man reappeared, paused 
in the shadow of the juzgado, 
probing the darkness. There was 
a dull muttering, a rumble of 
voices from the water front, but 
Hernan Cortez strode on. Half an 
hour later, he was slipping between 
two widely spaced window bars 
whose mates had been removed. 

A glamorous length of white un¬ 
coiled from the shadows of the 
room. Her face was a pale oval 
faintly haloed in gold. He could 
just see the tremulous ivory of 
her young breasts, the smooth pal¬ 
lor of fine slim legs. She mur¬ 
mured wordlessly, snuggled herself 
happily in his arms like a kitten. 

“Francisco, mia,” ' he fiercely 
kissed her. 

She shuddered, and every fibre 
of her body became flame. 

TTHE tall man who had almost 
caught Cortez at the juzgado 
was Andres De Duero, secretary 
to the governor. After a moment 
of pondering, he stretched his legs 
toward the alcalde’s house; yet de¬ 
spite his haste, he moved stealth¬ 
ily, face ever averted. 

Cortez’ house was dark, except 
for a single lighted window. De 
Duero avoided the main entrance, 
and regarded the closely fitted 
masonry of the wall. There was 
not a chance to use its interstices 
as toeholds. Sweat cropped out on 
his forehead. He had no time to 
lose. 

He’d have to risk the porter. 
But as he turned the corner, he 
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noted a building which the masons 
had not yet completed. From the 
scaffolding he jerked a ladder and 
placed it against the wall, along¬ 
side the lighted window. 

He flashed a glimpse past the 
casing. It was Dona Catalina he 
had found, not Don Hernan! At 
the moment, she was slipping out 
of the gown that concealed the fas¬ 
cinations which Cortez had been 
neglecting. De Duero knew that 
she had the tiniest feet in Santi¬ 
ago; but the gown she was draw¬ 
ing over her head bit by bit re¬ 
vealed beauties that neither the 
young secretary, nor the rest of 
Cuba dreamed of. 

Before the hemline passed her 
hips, De Duero was ready to tear 
the window bars out of their sock¬ 
ets. And when a lace paneled slip 
clung to the rising skirt for an in¬ 
stant before it sank back and 
down, he caught an eyeful of rea¬ 
sons why Cortez should never leave 
home. 

But despite the ardor that 
burned, he had to act, keep his 
mind on business. He stealthily re¬ 
treated several rungs, then called, 
“Don Hernan.” 

The light blinked out. “Que 
pasa ?” demanded a white shape 
at the sill. 

“Where’s Don Hernan,” he re¬ 
peated, ' retracing his steps. He 
hoped his strategy would convince 
her he had seen nothing of impor¬ 
tance. “I am Andres De Duero, his 
Excellency’s secretary. I came to 
warn him.” 

“Warn him,? So you couldn’t 
trust our porter?” 

“No, senora. Quick—where is 
he?” 

She leaned against the window 


bars. The iron rods tightened the 
yoke of her slip. She might as well 
have removed it! 

“Since you have a ladder, climb 
to the roof,” she answered. “Go 
up, Don Andres. I will open the 
trap door and let you in.” 

De Duero never quite knew how 
he found his way. The young sec¬ 
retary’s heart was choking him as 
he followed her down the narrow 
stairs to the room into which he 
had just peeped. 

He seated himself beside her in 
the darkness. He could just feel 
the rounded warmth of her thigh, 
and a tendril of scented ringlets 
as she leaned close and whispered, 
“What’s wrong? I’m dreadfully 
worried.” 

“Where is he?” he demanded, 
catching her wrist. 

“What’s the trouble,” she coun¬ 
tered. Her free hand was fumbling 
among the jars and vials on her 
dressing table. “Tell me—and 
I’ll—” 

She didn’t tell him just what she 
Would do, but the husky throb of 
her voice assured him against half 
measures. 

“Juan Grijalva has returned !* 
he blurted out. “I’ve got to ware 
Don Hernan—I—” 

Then Dona Catalina’s left hand 
moved, a white blur and a silver 
arc. 

That last was the massive moun¬ 
ting of a hair brush that cracked 
Andres De Duero over the head. 
He slumped, fell across her lap, 
but gained no sensations from that 
luxurious contact. He was para¬ 
lyzed. 

A few minutes later, Dona Cata¬ 
lina was fully dressed. She hurried 
to the street, accompanied by the 
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Indian maid she had routed out of 
the servant quarters. 

“Gold, is it?” she bitterly said 
to herself. “Then why be so heated 
up about Juan Grijalva unexpect¬ 
edly coming home from Yucatan?” 

AND in an upper room of the 
house of Juan Grijalva, Her- 
nan Cortez knelt beside a red 
haired girl whose misty eyes 
looked up at him from the cushions 
that supported her bare shoulders 
and sleek hips. 

“The savages of Yucatan wor¬ 
ship idols of gold,” he told her. 
“There’s an empire of pagans—I’ll 
he viceroy—devil take Velasquez, 
I’ll write the king and get a com¬ 
mission —querida mia—” 

Hernan Cortez knew that he was 
dancing on the lip of a precipice 
from which there was no retreat; 
and this fiery slip of a girl could 
understand dreams that the placid, 
lovely Dona Catalina could not 
grasp. He was mortally alone. 
Only to Francisca could he speak 
of his visions of empire and con¬ 
quest. His reward would be im¬ 
prisonment, and probably hanging 
if Velasquez ever suspected him of 
planning to hog the glory by deal¬ 
ing directly with the King of 
Spain. So, between kisses, Cortez 
told Francisca of the scheme too 
big for one mind to hold. 

Then, from an adjoining room 
came an indignant outcry and the 
clang of steel, and a rumble of 
voices. 

“Someone’s breaking into my 
aunt’s room!” gasped Francisca. 

That bale of a woman wouldn’t 
yeep if a dozen men broke into her 
room—unless they persisted in 
sticking to plain robbery. 


“Bolt your door!” he whispered, 
diving for his sword and wrapping 
his cape about his left forearm. 

Francisca hurdled the couch; but 
before she could reach the bar, the 
door swung inward, sending her 
asprawl. The torch glare in the 
hallway gilded her streaming hair, 
flirted with folds of the filmy gown 
that was entirely too disarrayed to 
make even a pretense of covering 
her slim beauty. 

TUAN GRIJALVA, grim and hag- 
" gard, crossed the threshold, 
sword drawn. He wore a steel 
casque and cuirass. Behind him 
was Diego Velasquez, the gover¬ 
nor. He also was armed, and at his 
side was his nephew, Ramon, who 
was some day to marry Francisca. 
Ramon, encumbered with the 
torch, whipped out his blade. It 
was a family party: Francisca’s 
uncle and two distant cousins. 

Grijalva without a word lunged; 
but Cortez, too cunning to parry, 
shifted and with the cloak trailing 
from his left arm, entangled the 
explorer’s blade. Velasquez, tear¬ 
ing his greedy eyes from Francis¬ 
ca’s legs as she got her gown below 
her knees, thrust .at Cortez’ flank. 

“Let me at him!” howled Ramon. 

“Hold the light steady, you 
young jackass!” puffed Velasquez. 
“This is man’s work!” 

“You might take off that breast¬ 
plate,” mocked Cortez, deadly cool 
as he realized his peril. 

And then Velasquez yelled. His 
point dropped, and blood gushed 
from his forearm. Cortez, rashly 
feinting for his pudgy face, had 
made a drawing cut. Uncannily, 
his blade seemed never to have 
moved enough to open his guard; 
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lie slipped in his own blood. Just 
as he measured his length, dark¬ 
ness enveloped the room. A crisp 
beat, a shower of sparks, and the 
sword swept from Grijalva’s hand 
clanged to the floor. 

Cortez cleared- the sill. For an 
instant, he caught a glimpse of a 



and steel rang as Grijalva’s thrust 
was turned by a blistering counter 
in sixte. He shrank from a ser- 
peant flash. of steel aimed at his 
unguarded thigh. 

That gave Cortez a chance at the 
window. The governor, shifting 
his blade to his uninjured left 
hand, charged like a cub bear, but 


white figure in the gloom: Fran- 
cisca, rushing toward him, arms 
extended. After dishonoring the 
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family name, imprisonment in a 
convent would be her fate. 

A hand reached from behind her, 
slipping from her shoulder, strip¬ 
ping her frail gown to her waist. 
Then a dagger licked out at Cor¬ 
tez as he scrambled out of reach, 
down the wiry vine; but he had 
lost too much time. 

Ramon blocked the way to the 
little wicket through which Cor¬ 
tez had counted on escaping. Fran- 
cisca’s aunt must have done some 
fast guessing and explaining. 

“Get out, you idiot!” warned 
Cortez, stopping short. 

“I’ll never see her again!” raged 
the boy. “You—” 

He lunged, recklessly. There 
was no time to parry. Cortez’ body 
flicked like a striking serpent, sud¬ 
denly edgewise, protected by the 
blade and guard which can hide a 
man as effectively as a fortress. 

Ramon ran headlong into the 
stop thrust; but the delay was 
equally disastrous to the victor. 
Juan Grijalva, his pudgy wife, the 
pot bellied governor, and several 
howling servants enveloped him 
before he could jerk his blade free. 

Sweaty Indians overwhelmed 
him, and a dagger raked his back. 
Velasquez shouted, “Lay off! Send 
him to Hispaniola and try him for 
treason! No use advertising Fran- 
cisca’s damn’ foolishness.” 

r FIIEN as'they hauled him away, 
half throttled, Cortez caught a 
glimpse of Ramon, weaving on his 
feet. The stop thrust had landed 
high, missing heart and lungs. But 
that would not help Cortez. Velas¬ 
quez had things in hand; and Juan 
Grijalva would command the fleet 
that was to conquer the empire of 


gold, whose existence he had veri¬ 
fied before returning to Santiago. 

Cortez marching under guard to 
the ship that was to carry him in 
irons to Hispaniola, overheard 
enough to have bitter confirmation 
of his dreams. There was a land of 
gold; and he had borrowed the 
money to find it! 

De Duero, he bitterly reflected, 
as they led him to the brig and 
upset the shacklebolts that secured 
the massive irons to his ankles, 
had played safe by betraying him 
to the governor the moment Gri¬ 
jalva had come ashore. But how 
could the traitor have suspected 
him and Francisca? 

From the porthole, he could dis¬ 
tinguish the hulks of the fleet, sil¬ 
houetted against the moonlit hori¬ 
zon. Men and provisions were 
aboard, ready to sail. Grijalva, the 
one other man in whose military' 
skill the governor could have con¬ 
fidence, had returned in time to rob 
Cortez of his only remaining weap¬ 
on: reminding Velasquez of the 
loot he would lose by taking him 
from command. 

In haste and darkness, they had 
taken only his sword. Seeing his 
cape about his arm, they had con¬ 
cluded that the dagger, usually 
held in the left hand in that style 
of fighting, had been lost in the 
skirmish. Thus Cortez was not ut¬ 
terly disarmed. He drew the fine 
Toledo blade, tested the point and 
found it had not been damaged by 
prying the bar from De Duero’s 
love nest. 

There was a chance: by using his 
heavy chain as a mallet, he might 
shear the soft iron shacklebolt. He 
cut a strip from his cape to muffle 
the links. But he had scarcely set 
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to work when he heard a mutter of 
voices and the clank of arms. He 
crossed himself. If this was to be 
a summary execution— 

A FLARING oil lamp brought 
glints from the helmets and 
cuirasses of men. They had a pris¬ 
oner : Andres De Duero, whose 
forehead was decorated with a pur¬ 
ple lump. Cortez drew back into 
the shadows, nursing the hilt of his 
hastily concealed dagger. He lis¬ 
tened to the hammer blows as the 
prisoner was secured. 

When the guard filed out, locking 
the brig, Cortez emerged from his 
corner, and greeted, “This is a 
pleasure, senor!” 

“Por diosl I tried to warn you!” 
de Duero protested. He jerked 
back,- seeing the dagger. “You 
were not at home. I tried to warn 
Dona Catalina. But she suspected 
me—” He rubbed the bruise on his 
head. “Brained me, as well. Then 
she told the governor, and his men 
arrested me before I recovered.” 

“You tried to warn me?” Cortez 
lowered his dagger. “How?” 

“She would not tell me where 
you were.” The sweat on de Due- 
ro’s brow gleamed in the moonlight 
that came in the porthole. “So I 
had to blurt it out. That Grijalva 
had unexpectedly returned. But 
she brained me before I could add 
that he and Velasquez were plot¬ 
ting to jerk you from command. 
By God, senor, I was trying to earn 
your silence about that little game 
the other night.” 

“You told Dona Catalina that 
Grijalva had returned? Just that?” 

“She caught me off guard—she 
did not understand—” 

Cortez laughed softly. “She un¬ 


derstood entirely too much. So she 
must have gone right to Valasquez’ 
house, where Grijalva would be, 
reporting. Think how it sounded, 
you accursed idiot! Grijalva is on 
his way home! When I’ve not spent 
a night at home for a week or more. 
She suspected. Everyone knows 
Grijalva has a lovely niece.” 

“We are dead men,” groaned 
de Duero. 

“Dead, hell! First, we’ll cut each 
other’s shacklebolts. Then we’ll 
pretend we’re fighting. The guard 
will come on the run. I’ll knife 
one. You grab his sword—” 

“You’re crazy!” De Duero was 
aghast. 

But Cortez was too busy to 
argue. Slowly, patiently, he forced 
his exquisitely tempered dagger 
into the soft iron. 

'THE night slowly wore on. De 
Duero, whose shackle had been 
designed for the heavy ankle of an 
Indian slave, was groaning and 
grunting as he tore his flesh in at¬ 
tempting to work his foot free. 

Then, Cortez, driving the final 
stroke, punched the bolt from its 
socket. Freed, he crossed the brig, 
planted one foot on de Duero’s 
chin, and stooping, thrust his 
shoulder to the secretary’s stom¬ 
ach. He seized his leg, and heaved. 

“Madre de Cristo —you’re kill¬ 
ing me—” 

“Shut up!” The broad shoul¬ 
dered Cortez took a fresh hold. De 
Duero groaned, collapsed from the 
agony of twisted tendons; but his 
leg was clear. “Now that fight!” 

“I can’t stand—you’ve broken 
my ankle—” 

“I’ll break your head—” Then 
(Continued on page 98) 
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P ESHAWAR was quiet when 
I got off the imitation train 
that runs over from Srine- 
gar. Too quiet. The quieter this 
northwest India outpost is, the 
more kinds of Moslem hell there 
are in the air. 

I wasn’t surprised. When Beige 
tehee traced me from Kabul to 
Si-inegar with word that he had a 
job to do on the border, I smelled 
trouble. Whenever that crooked 
Levantine takes time out from vod¬ 
ka pahits to pay attention to some¬ 
thing else, that something is bound 
to be trouble. Somebody’s else’s 
hard luck that he can make a piece 
of change out of. 

A big piece of change. 

I hadn’t been on the northwest 
border for two years, 1929, to be 
exact. Naturally I turned my feet 
toward the Cumberland, the nar¬ 
row street where the Jezebels sit in 
balconies and beckon to you and 
swear in all the tongues of Khyber 
Pass if you give them a skip. I had 
passed a lot of moons in the Cum¬ 
merbund with a supple Javanese 
Jezebel who had hips she could talk 
with and breasts she could sing 
with and—-well, she could make 
moons pass pleasantly. 

But it occurred to me that she 
wouldn’t be there. If she were, a 
lot of water runs over a dam in 
two years. In the East it makes a 
big difference. 

I turned back and went through 
the quarter of Pathan bazaars to 
the three story house of Beige Le- 
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bee. I pounded on an iron door 
hung in a stone wall and a Kash¬ 
miri girl let me in.. 

There is something about a 
Kashmiri maiden. They are fair 
as a lily to begin with and if a man 
goes on from there he will learn 
more than he ever knew before. 
This one had all the secrets of the 
Thousand and One Nights in her 
black eyes, and her full lips were 
a . dew-damp challenge to any man 
seeking Oriental sensation. Her 
burkah shawl was drawn tight but 
it thrust out prettily in front over 
a pair of apple shaped mounds 
that left no doubt at all that their 
owner was every inch a girl. 

“The master-sahib takes his aft¬ 
ernoon sleeping,” she interrupted 
my reflections upon those tempting 
cushions under the burkah. “If the 
guest-sahib will come, Tara will 
waken her master. ” 

She led the way up a flight of 
stairs. A Kashmiri maiden wears 
a skirt that falls in sweeping vo¬ 
luminous folds to the very heels 
of her leather sandals so that' not 
so much as an ankle peeps, but 
watching her, one sees with the 
mind’s eye the fascinating sway of 
sinuous hips curving bewitchingly 
into the petal softness of peach 
tinted thighs, marble-like in their 
sleek columnar splendor, but puls¬ 
ing with eager life ... 

This Kashmiri maiden’s skirt 
was an opaque tent but she might 
as well have worn none at all for 
she had a way of telling me with 
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Hell was brewing in northern In¬ 
dia and the man they called Eater- 
of-Women was trying to keep it 
within bounds. With the aid of a 
little Kashmiri maiden he found 
some of his greatest 
difficulties could be 
made to melt away 


The khan’s harem must be kept inviolate, and 
he himself could see to that! 

every movement that beneath it 
was rapturous sculpture designed 
to raise Cain with believers and 
unbelievers alike. 

I arranged with myself that no 
matter where Beige Lebec’s busi¬ 
ness took me I would see a great 
deal more of this Tara of his as 
time went on. 

On the second floor she showed 
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me to a waiting chamber with a 
divan piled deep with pillows. We 
crossed the threshold together; it 
was narrow, and when a young 
lady from Kashmir brushes 
against you, volcanos send forth 
flame and voluptuous music begins 
to play. 

I considered thoughtfully. There 
was no good reason why Beige Le- 
bec should not sleep a little longer 
undisturbed in his third floor 
chamber. I was about to express 
my ideas to the Kashmiri girl 
when she moved closer, seeming to 
float up to me and making it all the 
more important that her master 
sleep on. Her lashes lay back al¬ 
luringly and her warm breath 
fanned my cheeks. 

“I know who the guest-sahib 
is,” she said in the liquid Pushtu 
of the border. “Why is it that you 
are called Na’ak ul Zuleem? Ta¬ 
ra’s eyes do not find in you the 
seeming Eater of Women.” 

IVTOW, when a man asks me why I 
am called Eater of Women, 
(behind my back) on both sides of 
the Khyber Pass, there is apt to 
be a prompt discussion with fists 
or knife, whichever the handier. 
For I am not an eater of women, if 
for no other reason than the estab¬ 
lished truth that no matter how 
much you like cake you can’t eat 
it and have it too. But when a 
woman asks why I am called Eater 
of Women, that is different. 

It makes a good story to tell a 
woman under such circumstances 
as when her master is asleep up¬ 
stairs and there are a divan and 
pillows where two may sit close to¬ 
gether. It is a particularly good 
yarn under such circumstances be¬ 


cause I have thought up a finish to 
it that brings about a most satis¬ 
factory climax. 

“We will sit on the divan,” I 
said, “and close, so that our voices 
may not disturb the slumbers 
above.” 

A quick tremor shook her body 
and her eyes shone with alarm. She 
shrank against me and I folded her 
in my arms to allay her fears, 
which seemed a proper thing for 
me to do. 

“If the master-sahib wakens,” 
she whispered, “he will be very 
cruel to the soles of my feet with 
his bamboo stick.” 

“If he doesn’t waken, I thought, 
“I shall be much otherwise than 
cruel as soon as I have finished my 
story.” 

She composed herself on the di¬ 
van demurely, crossing her legs. 
Her skirt needed no arranging for 
it revealed nothing to the eye but 
just the same when she looked at 
me her eyes told me confidentially 
that her one thigh was warm and 
satin smooth flattened on the other, 
like two sisters cuddling in the 
dark. 

I was not at all comfortable, sit¬ 
ting so close to her. Kashmiri 
maiden’s clothes are exasperating. 
There is only one layer of them, 
and that is provoking because you 
know she is wearing nothing un¬ 
derneath them. And that one layer 
wraps her completely from chin to 
toes. When I turned and slipped 
an arm carelessly about her, the 
other across her shoulder, my wrist 
brushed ever so slightly the round¬ 
ed treasures that nestled under her 
burkah; she lifted her long lushes 
wonderingly. 
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“I do not listen through my bur- 
kah, guest-sahib,” she murmured. 

“But when I come to the end of 
my story it will be in the way!” 
However, I took my arms away; 
she smiled and loosened the bur- 
kah, though her eyes told me she 
did not understand why; they told 
me also that they did understand 
why I started at the ivory smooth 
skin that melted into sweet little 
breasts, covered now only by the 
thin silk of her rekah bodice. She 
pouted a little and covered them 
with her hands but was demurely 
resigned when I took her hands 
away and held them. 

T EXPLAINED that when I 
1 earned the name they eall me in 
the Khyber country, I was doing 
one of Beige Lebec’s jobs. An Af¬ 
ghan prince had the notion he 
would do better on the throne than 
his cousin, the Emir, and the Rus¬ 
sians were egging him on with a 
generous supply of machine guns 
which they flew down across Mon¬ 
golia. 

Remember, this was all long be¬ 
fore World War II. Now, the 
Chinese weren’t fighting the Japs 
anymore and their generals had a 
sizeable lot of fairly good guns on 
their hands. Beige Lebec couldn’t 
see why he shouldn’t sell those 
guns to the Afghan. 

My job was to stop delivery by 
the Russians. When I got into the 
Afghan hills, it was clear that I 
would have to destroy the aviator 
who had the nerve to make round 
trips from Siberia across the Gobi. 
Right in my line, of course, but I 
was disturbed somewhat when I 
discovered that the aviator was a 
woman. 


f T'IIE Kasmiri girl stirred, when 
A I reached this point, and looked 
up, her pandamus lips parted on a 
hung breath. 

“You did not destroy her? A 
woman?” 

“Wait,” I said and continued. 

My discovery had troubled me 
deeply because a pretty woman can 
make the time pass so agreeably 
when she is in the mood to abandon 
herself to the task, that is a foolish 
waste to destroy one. But it looked 
as if Beige Lebec wouldn’t get any¬ 
where with his Chinese guns until 
I had put this one and her plane 
out of business. 

I wondered if I couldn’t fix it up 
some other way and I tried. I 
caught her in the hills just after 
she had landed a fresh load. She 
turned out to be young, with glori¬ 
ous dark brown hair and the pro¬ 
vocative body of an Olympian god¬ 
dess. She wasn’t Russian or Eng¬ 
lish or anything I could place. Her 
name was Nahkla which had an Eu¬ 
rasian sound. I put my cards on 
the table, or rather, on the hillside 
grass, and pointed out that Beige 
Lebec was easy with his dollars, 
would pay more than Moscow, and 
would have his way anyhow be¬ 
cause I prided myself on finishing 
any job I started out to do. 

She looked me up and down and 
seemed all at once to get the idea 
that it would be pleasant to change 
the subject, there in the hills with 
nothing around but a tremendous 
silence and landscape. She 
dropped onto the grass and 
stretched out languorously, 
propped on an elbow. 

“Tell me the truth,” she sug¬ 
gested with a slumbrous smile on 
her inviting lips.” It isn’t guns or 
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dollars or Beige Lebec that is on 
your mind at this minute.” 

I stood over her and looked down 
and wished mightily that I might 
tell her truthfully what I was 
thinking, but I didn’t dare. I had 
known her only ten minutes. It 
is hot in the Afghan sun and she 
had changed from her flying kit 
to a native serai, a single square 
of printed cloth wrapped under her 
arm pits and held around her hips 
by a broad sash. 

Native fingers, can arrange a se¬ 
rai safely but unaccustomed hands 
are not so sure. Nahkla’s shoulders 
were bare and the edges of her se¬ 
rai fell loosely across the lift of 
her upreaching breasts, leaving the 
upper swells of them open to the 
warm kisses of the sun. My eyes 
traced the hollows in those creamy 
shoulders, probed at the twin en¬ 
chantments scarcely guarded by 
the scrap of pink silk that lay 
across them like a transparent rib¬ 
bon. 

AT THIS point my Kashmiri 
^ companion on the divan stirred 
in my arms and lifted a hand to 
her bosom as if to assure herself 
that she was better concealed than 
by a mere ribbon. She was relieved 
by the feel of her protecting bo¬ 
dice, which so irritated me, and 
settled back in my arms again. I 
resumed my explanation of why I 
am called Eater of Women. 

Nahkla turned onto her back and 
pillowed her shining brown head in 
her arms. No, unaccustomed fin¬ 
gers do not know how to arrange 
a serai. Hers fell open below her 
sash and the sun leapt to caress the 
ivory pure velvet of an exposed 
thigh that tapered deliciously into 


the snug embrace of a gartered 
stocking. I dropped beside her, 
glowing with fever, and sat cross- 
legged, pillowing her head and 
back across my knees. Her pliant 
body was soft and her serai parted 
on her throat and the scrap of rib¬ 
bon was only a gossamer web that 
might as well not have been there 
at all. Soft flesh quivered deliri¬ 
ously when I joined the sun at its 
caressing play. 

“Now,” I said down into her up¬ 
turned eyes, brown like the swirl 
of a walnut’s heart, “I shall tell 
you what I am thinking.” 

“No need,” she whispered, her 
hands brushing my face, “I 
know.” 

Well, what with the loose way 
the serai sash was tied, and the 
way her eager lips grew warm 
against mine while the sun trav¬ 
eled quite a distance across the 
heavens, it looked for a time as if 
I was doing a good job for Beige 
Lebec and not so badly for myself. 
Then, all at once, it looked com¬ 
pletely otherwise, as Nahkla twist¬ 
ed from my embrace. 

“It is time we go back with our 
thoughts,” she said with a mysteri¬ 
ous smile, ’ ’ to Beige Lebec and his 
guns you swore you would finish.” 

I jumped up, protesting, but she 
gave a call that wag something like 
the whistle of a bird. I heard a 
sound behind me and wheeled just 
as three wiry Afghans came run¬ 
ning and bellowing out of a crevice 
in the hillside. The sun glinted on 
a curved knife. 

I let out a curse that described 
Nahkla as being altogether differ¬ 
ent from a thing or two I had told 
her about herself a few minutes 
previously and reached into the 
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The giggling laughter died down as he relaxed 
on the cushions and gave his order. 

was, that I must not smash the 
lady who stood there, still smiling 
mysteriously, and arranging the 
flimsy ribbon of silk under her 
serai. 

As a rule I am good for any 
three Afghans, but I was handi¬ 
capped now. I was too full of in¬ 
dignation. I went to work stub¬ 
bornly and flattened one Afghan 


grass where I had laid aside my 
American Colt. Nahkla’s toe kicked 
the gun out of my fingers and be¬ 
fore I could smash her a knife sang 
through the air dangerously close 
to my head. A strong hint, that 
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with a broken jaw. But every so 
often the scrap brought me close 
enough to Nahkla to make a lunge 
at her and the remaining Afghans 
would take advantage of my di¬ 
gression. 

Presently my wrists were tied 
behind me and I was in a stone 
dungeon set in a steep hill slope 
and closed in by an iron barred 
door. 


A LL this time Tara had listened 
^ attentively. Now she turned 
up her face to give me a sym¬ 
pathetic glance. 

“I would not have treated you so 
wickedly,” she murmured. 

I clasped her exultantly. “You 
wouldn’t have!” I exclaimed. 
“You would have allowed love to 
have its day?” 

“I mean,” she explained hur¬ 
riedly, “the dungeon. That was 
cruel.” 

I didn’t explain that the worst 
of Nahkla’s cruelty was not in hav¬ 
ing me thrown into a cell. 


TY7HILE the night wore away in 
” my prison, I had the feeling 
that sooner or later Nahkla would 
come to gloat, and in the first gray 
light of dawn she came. 

The hillside rose steeply to the 
dungeon door and the pair of Af¬ 
ghans assigned to guard me 
lounged on a level space some fifty 
yards below. Nahkla got their keys 
and came up alone. There was no 
comfortable foothold on the sheer 
slope outside the door and she 
turned the lock and came in, secure 
in the knowledge that I was bound, 
that the guards were within call, 
and that I would hardly be foolish 
enough to make a hopeless dash. 


She was dressed in full flying togs 
ready to take-off for Siberia and a 
fresh load of Russian guns. 

“Make it short,” I grunted. 
“When I don’t like a woman I 
don’t like her worse than anything 
else I don’t like. I can go a long 
time without looking at you.” 

She leaned against the stone wall 
and was like an impudent boy, a 
mocking twist to her lips. 

“I am not so sure you will go 
very long,” she said. “You’ll for¬ 
give me I know for telling the 
prince that you were the Emir’s 
spy. It was the best excuse I could 
make for having you locked up and 
out of my way. Trouble is, the 
prince has a prejudice against the 
Emir’s spies. I’m afraid you will 
be dead in a day or two. I am 
sorry. I thought to keep you 
around. It is nice to have a man 
like you around.” 

I went into great detail telling 
her what kind of a blot on the land¬ 
scape she was. “I wouldn’t take 
you in my arms again,” I pointed 
out. “No more than a carbuncle.” 

She started to leave the cell but 
I cried “Wait!” so earnestly that 
she settled back against the wall 
smiling again. That opened tunic, 
flaunting the impudent beauties 
under the silk blouse, had given me 
an idea. I stole a glance down the 
slope and saw that my guards were 
on their knees, faces to Mecca and 
backs to the dungeon, droning the 
morning prayer to Allah. From 
the valley below, a morning mist 
was rising, which would also be 
helpful if my idea worked. 

I eased toward Nahkla, trying to 
look as yearning as I could. “I can 
take what the prince hands out,” I 
said pleadingly, “but don’t go 
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away without letting me kiss you 
once again. I’ll shut my eyes and 
think I’m back yesterday and I’ll 
die in a better humor.” 

She liked that. She put a tanta¬ 
lizing curve in her lips and made it 
a game to lure me on so she could 
laugh at me. Her deep breathing 
lifted her shaking breasts while she 
slid her hands voluptuously down 
the sweep of her lissome hips. 

“I am still beautiful?” she mur¬ 
mured. “You would still like to 
have a thousand armfuls of me?” 

I took another step and was 
close. The warmth of her envel¬ 
oped me. She kept her taunting 
smile and waited. 

CHE did not wait long. Suddenly 
^ I threw myself upon her, my 
body crushing her against the wall 
and pinioning her. My hands were 
helpless but my teeth were not. 
They fastened in the soft throb¬ 
bing flesh of the throat and held 
on viciously. 

My mouth was muffled but I 
snapped out of the corner of it, 
“Squawk and I’ll turn savage. 
You’ll never look the same again.” 

I felt a yell rising in her throat. 
I snarled and sent a stab of pain 
down to her toes. The yell turned 
into an agonized squeak. 

“You’ve got a knife,” I grunted. 
I didn’t know whether she had a 
knife or not, but it was a chance. 
‘ ‘ Cut my wrists free and if you try 
sticking the blade into me instead, 
it won’t save you.” 

She had a knife and went into a 
panic of hurry to cut my bonds. I 
got a hand over her mouth before 
she could start screaming. Her fly¬ 
ing togs would be a tight fit but I 
wanted them. She fought like a 


spitfire, but I tore off her blouse 
and made a gag and fastened it 
with the bit of pink silk that had 
so fascinated me the day before. I 
stripped off her togs then, and 
when I had them all, all but brief 
undergarments and her shoes, 
which would be of no use to my 
feet, I ripped my own shirt into 
strips and bound her securely. 

When I got into her clothes, 
which was a job, I took a last look 
at her, stretched on the floor. Eage 
tinted her creamy white flesh to the 
hue of a rose. Her eyes were twin 
daggers. I said, “I could take a 
thousand armfuls of you now, but 
you can notice that I’m not bother¬ 
ing.” 

In the morning haze the guards 
took me for Nahkla when I ap¬ 
peared in the open. I tossed down 
the keys and while I was picking 
my way around the hill out of 
sight, they were still searching for 
where they had fallen. 

T^AKA gave a sigh and thought 
I was finished. “I am so glad 
you got away,” she breathed. 
“Shall I waken the master-sahib 
now?” 

“Not till I’ve done.” I twisted 
her around gently so that she faced 
me. Her eyes met mine and her lips 
parted. Her delicious breasts 
throbbed and her thigh nestled 
against mine. “Now that you know 
why I am called Eater of Women, ’ ’ 
I murmured, “I must show you just 
how, and where, I caught Nahkla.” 
Eyeing the soft throat from which 
the burkah had been lowered. 

That is the finish I have thought 
up. 


(Continued on page 117) 
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King — Size 

[Continued from page 57} 


er—?” 

He glanced quickly at Dolores, 
then turned his face modestly 
away. 

“Robbins,” said Don, “you’ll 
have to squeeze the two of us in 
as passengers, if I have to ride on 
a wing. I’m bringing back my 
wife.” 

Robbins, after another furtive 
glance at Dolores, whispered: 


“Listen, old man, I don’t know 
what you’ve been doing, but are 
you aware how you’re—er— 
dressed, both of you?” 

“We are,” laughed Don. “So 
you’d best leave us at some con¬ 
venient place, with some food, 
while you fly back and get our 
trousseau. You see, this is our 
honeymoon.” 


For Keeps 

[Continued from page 69} 


in his fist was merely a blur in the 
shadows—but the blur did not 
waver. 

His. companions gasped at him. 
Slow-witted, they did not imme¬ 
diately realize the significance of 
his challenge. 

Then one of them snarled a 
lurid oath and swung his rifle up 
for action. 

It was a big rifle, hard to handle. 
The fellow went down, groaning, 
with a bullet in his beefy shoulder 
and another in the fleshy part of 
his side. 

The others surged forward in a 
wild rush. But when that hap¬ 
pened, Tony Mason was at the 
youth’s side and was rasping out 
with a kind of wild elation: “Give 
’em hell, Bill! God love you!” 

TT WAS a good fight. Tight- 
lipped and relentless, the un¬ 
shaven youth put four bullets in¬ 
to the tangle of bodies, and then, 


with a sidestep swift as light, 
swung the automatic hard down 
on the skulls of his assailants. 
Tony Mason, unarmed but eager, 
fought with him. 

Mary Lou Connor, huddled on 
the couch, watched fearfully and 
cried out in alarm whenever dan¬ 
ger threatened the man she had 
learned to love. 

Back to back, Tony and the 
younger man fought with a cool, 
level-headed fury that brought 
results. The room was a mess. 
Wounded men crawled; one 
reached the door and wriggled out 
into the nigh't. And slowly, while 
hell raged and men cursed and fists 
crunched against tortured flesh, 
amazement welled into the eyes of 
the unshaven youth. Amazement 
and admiration for the courage of 
the man who fought beside him. 

For the first time in his life, 
Tony Mason was earning his keep. 
His eyes glittered through a film 
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of blood. He swung bis fists with a 
wild abandon that surprised even 
himself. 

“Been looking for you—all over 
—hell,” he gasped. “They told me 
you were dead, Bill. I wouldn’t 
believe ’em.” 

“Look out!” the kid yelled. 

Tony ducked. A rifle in the beefy 
hands of Vance Kelligrew, missed 
his head by inches. He lunged for¬ 
ward, caught the big man by the 
hips and flammed him with pile- 
driver force into the wall. 

“This,” Tony snarled, “is for 
Mary Lou!” 

His fist came up and crashed. 
The blow would have dropped a 
horse. Vance Kelligrew straight¬ 
ened with a grotesque Jerk, then 
sagged to his knees and slumped 
forward on his face. 

Tony stepped back and stared 
around him. 

It was all over. Kelligrew’s men 
were licked. Mary Lou Connor, 
wide-eyed but no longer sobbing, 
ran to him and put her arms 
around him. Bill Mason’s right 
hand was outthrust, and Tony 
gripped it hard, saying nothing. 

“Without you,” the kid said, “I 
might have failed. It took me 
months of slow, patient work to 
get myself into Kelligrew’s or¬ 
ganization. Only a few days ago 
I learned the names of the higher- 
ups, the big shots back in civiliza¬ 


tion. I didn’t dare start a war 
around here without help. But 
now . . .” 

Tony drew Mary Lou closer to 
him. “Which one of these men was 
going to marry us ?” he demanded. 

“Kelligrew. He’s a Justice of the 
Peace.” 

Tony strode forward and yanked 
Kelligrew erect, shook him. “Lis¬ 
ten, you,” he snarled. “If Mary 
Lou is willing, you’ve still got a 
job to do. Understand? And 
you’re going to do it!” 

He glanced at Mary Lou as she 
came toward him. She wasn’t 
holding the pajama jacket together 
now; she had forgotten it. Lamp¬ 
light gleamed on her beautiful 
young body, on soft, lilting, half- 
covered breasts, on glowing eyes 
damp from crying. She wasn’t 
sure that he meant it; he could 
see that. It was too abrupt. It 
left her unbelieving. 

“I mean it,” he said passionate¬ 
ly. “I love you, Mary Lou. So help 
me, I’m in love.” 

She stood close to him, her whole 
body trembling, tears gleaming 
again in her eyes. He knew the an¬ 
swer. 

Holding her hard against him 
with one arm, he raised the nose of 
his brother’s automatic, glared at 
Vance Kelligrew, and said softly: 

“Go ahead. Marry us.” 


Hollywood Detective—only 15c 
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The Price of Victory 

{Continued from page 41} 


look at save this scene that he 
would have given his life to pre¬ 
vent, he noticed how tense and 
bitter the face of Bara had become. 
He felt pity for her, knowing she 
must he experiencing something 
very like his own torture. He 
turned his eyes away from her, and 
when he looked hack he saw her 
slipping silently from the circle, 
moving toward the darkness be¬ 
hind the idol. 

If only he could have slipped 
away into the darkness, too, and 
spared himself this final punish¬ 
ment! 

Then he realized that the ropes 
that bound him against the belly 
of Zubuk had loosened, that they 
no longer held him there immov¬ 
ably, and he understood why Bara 
had slipped away. She had kept 
the witch-doctor’s ceremonial 
knife, and with it she had slashed 
the bonds. He knew what courage 
it must have taken to dare both the 
witch-doctor and the supernatural 
wrath of the god himself. A sense 
of gratitude swelled his heart. 

He would have hurled himself 
forward, even with his arms still 
bound behind him, to part Brant 
and Veronica, but now the mine 
boss was approaching the idol. 
Veronica lay before the fire, mo¬ 
tionless. Brant looked at her and 
then leered at Rodgers. 

“Take a good look at her!” he 
said. “It’s the last time you ever 
will see her, before I have you 
killed as I had Turner killed when 
he meddled. Look at your girl!— 
and think about her while you’re 


having hell squeezed out of you!” 

Then he noticed that the ropes 
had fallen from Rodgers and his 
expression changed. “Ana-Niki!” 
he yelled. “He’s free! Pull the 
lever, quick!” 

The witch-doctor took one look 
and ran toward the rear of the 
image. 

Rodgers stepped forward. See¬ 
ing that his arms were still bound, 
Brant leaped upon the stone 
pedestal and put the flat of 
his hand against Rodgers’ chest, 
keeping his own head bowed out 
of the way of the wooden arms. 
He pushed Rodgers back into his 
former position against Zubuk’s 
belly. 

“Now!” he shouted. “Hurry, 
Ana-Niki!” 

Rodgers twisted, crouched and 
whirled out of the circle of the 
arms. Brant stumbled forward in¬ 
to the lap of the idol. Terrified, he 
gathered his feet beneath him, des¬ 
perate to scramble out of his dan¬ 
gerous position. One hand reached 
for the gun in his belt. 

Knowing that his life and Ver¬ 
onica’s depended upon it, Rodgers 
moved with all the speed of which 
he was capable. The revolver in 
Brant’s hand was swinging to bear 
upon him. Rodgers lowered his 
head and leaped forward, butting 
the mine boss in the chest, fling¬ 
ing the man back against the belly 
of Zubuk and staggering back¬ 
ward himself to fall from the flat 
rock to the ground beside Veroni¬ 
ca. 
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A S HE lay there he heard a thud 
and a hellish scream, and then 
a sickening crunching of bones. 

He struggled to his feet and 
faced the startled natives. “You 
see!” he cried. “Zubuk has chos¬ 
en. Free me!” 

They hesitated, chattering, wait¬ 
ing for Ana-Niki to reappear and 
direct them. When the witch¬ 
doctor did not return from behind 
the idol, one grew brave enough 
to peer back there. He gave an 
alarmed cry and presently others 
joined him and carried the body of 
the aged evil-worker into the light 
of the fire. 

Ana-Niki’s own ceremonial knife 
was plunged to the hilt in his back. 

Eodgers looked from it to the face 
of Bara, who stood nearby. Her 
face was stony, inscrutable. 

Some one cut the ropes that held 
Eodgers’ arms. He flexed them to 
restore circulation. Then he 
stooped and shook Veronica until 
she opened her eyes, and helped 
her to rise. She looked at him 
dully, shuddered as she saw the 
bloody thing that had been Brant 
crushed in the arms of the ghost- 
god, and averted her eyes from 
them both. Her hand went up to 
'.gather the torn edges of her blouse 
beneath her throat, hiding her 
breasts. In the firelight her hair 
coiled around her shoulders like 
spun gold mingled with threads 
of shining copper. 

“I’ll be leaving now,” Eodgers 
said, keeping his voice even with 
an effort because of the tumult 
within him. “You have nothing 
more to fear. Tomorrow I’ll see 
that you get downriver safely.” 

“Wait!” She put out her hand 
as if to grasp his sleeve, yet did * Dept, cf. New y 
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not touch him. Her eyes met his 
and he saw desperation in them, 
and something else he could not 
fathom. “Before you go I must 
tell you something. You mustn’t 
think—what you’re thinking.” 

“I’m not thinking what I want 
to think,” he reminded her, “but 
seeing is believing in some cases. 
I really don’t wish you any harm. 
If there had been any way to do it, 
I would even have saved the life 
of your—lover.” 

“Lover!” she stormed. “I hated 
him. Oh, you stupid idiot, can’t 
you see what I’m trying to tell 
you? He’d been bullying me, 
threatening me, ever since I came 
here. Tonight I played up to him 
for just one reason—because he 
told me the natives would kill you 
unless I did. I know now he would 
have had them kill you anyway, 
but I didn’t know that at the time. 
Can’t you understand?” 

He took a deep breath that 
seemed to clear away some of the 
mists in his brain. “So that was 
the way of it,” he said softly. 

“I wanted you to know that 
much. Not that I want it to make 
any difference.” Her .voice trem¬ 
bled. “I—I know you’ll find some 
other woman. It’s best that way, 
because I know there are some 
things a man can’t forget.” She 
laughed shakily. “I came here 
looking for adventure, and I guess 
I’ve found it!” 

Looking down at her, he was 
conscious again of the richly 
eurved loveliness beneath her tat¬ 
tered garments, of the ivory white 


of her skin where it showed 
through the rents. He made no 
effort to sort out the mixture of 
emotions that swept through him. 

“Yes,” he said, “there are some 
things a man can’t forget.” 

Her eyes were startled, then sud¬ 
denly bright with tears. “Don’t!” 
she said faintly, her voice tense to 
keep from sobbing. “I tried to 
make you realize that I’m not 
cheap. And you. ...” 

As if he had not heard he went 
on: “One of the things he can’t 
forget is loving a girl as I love you, 
in spite of everything. If a man 
keeps thinking of a thing like that, 
he needn’t remember much else. 
Back home again, we can bury the 
past. Shall we, Veronica?” 

r F'HE mysterious Zambezi flowed 
A with scarcely a sound between 
its jungle walls, under the male 
and female peaks of Nyasi and 
Nyadi. The ceremonial fire had 
died until it cast only a dull glow 
over the huddled natives, fearful 
of an evil god who had just strick¬ 
en his highest priest in a fit of 
holy anger. Only the girl Bara 
was not awed; she was standing 
at the base of the ghost-god’s 
image, gazing with mournful eyes 
at the twisted thing dangling from 
its wooden arms. 

Watching her, Veronica did not 
reply for many seconds. A shiver 
passed through her figure. Tears 
starred her lashes finally when she 
nodded, wordlessly, and moved in¬ 
to his arms. 
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Crossbones 

{Continued from page 81J 


Cortez froze. Something was block¬ 
ing the porthole. He lunged, 
chipped dagger flashing; hut he 
checked himself in time. It was a 
woman, white hands gripping the 
port. 

“Andres,” she whispered, “I’ve 
got a file—and a dagger—I heard 
your voice—” 

She was Dona Luisa, the gover¬ 
nor’s faithless mistress. Her dark 
hair and the bodice that cupped 
her full breasts were dry. She had 
rowed instead of swimming out to 
the prison ship, whose lowest ports 
were close to the water. 

Then, as she saw that it was not 
a lover who faced her, de Duero 
hobbled over to the opening and 
said, “Stay close in the shadow of 
the hull. We’ll be out, quick—” 

“And you’ll both go with me to 
conquer an empire,” Cortez prom¬ 
ised, lordly and again assured. 
“Now, that fight—” 

Chains rattled, whipped across 
the barred door. De Duero yelled, 
and Cortez reviled him as a traitor, 
the son of a goat, a heretic. The 
guard, coming on the run, roared 
for order. They both took time out 
to curse him; and in the gloom near 
the door, he could not see that they 
were free of their chains. 

“So you won’t pipe down, eh?” 
He fumbled with his keys, twisted 
one in the creaking lock. Then, 
hefting a heavy truncheon: “Try 
this—” 

“Give them hell, Pablo!” bawled 
a voice from above. 

But just then, Cortez’ dagger 
found a joint in the fellow’s armor. 


He dropped, groaning and cough¬ 
ing blood. De Duero seized his 
casque and truncheon. Cortez 
snatched his sword and dashed up 
the companionway toward the 
deck. 

It would have been easy; hut 
during the skirmish below, the 
lookout, peering into the early 
gray of dawn, had spied a cutter 
propelled by three rowers. In the 
prow was a stocky man; behind 
him were two crossbowmen and 
one other, who carried the banner 
of the governor. 


"IfELASQUEZ, pompous at any 
' hour, was heading for the pris¬ 
on ship, eager to start the prelim¬ 
inary examination of his captives, 
and build up an iron clad case of 
treason. The vigilant lookout 
turned out the deck watch to pipe 
him over the side. That was just 
when Cortez, sword drawn, popped 
up from a hatch. . 

“Jailbreak!” roared the ser¬ 
geant, who had discovered the 
dead guard in the suddenly quiet 
brig. 

De Duero hurled the casque in¬ 
stead of fitting it to his head. It 
caught the sergeant between the 
teeth. Cortez, whipping the heavy 
sworckas though it were a light 
rapier, lashed out, yelling, “San 
Jago!” 

Sparks showered as his stroke 
cut through both parry and helmet 
of the guardsman who had fol¬ 
lowed the sergeant. De Duero, 
flailing his truncheon, smacked 
down on the heads of the sailors 
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who were joining the surprise par¬ 
ty. But it was Cortez whose boom¬ 
ing voice and dancing blade cut a 
lane to the rail. 

Velasquez was not piped over 
the side. In the rapidly brighten¬ 
ing dawn, he saw two men dive 
into the water. He yelled to his 
crossbowmen. Strings twanged. 
Bolts hissed, glanced from the wa¬ 
ter, sailed screaming into the sun¬ 
rise. De Duero howled, but Cortez 
dragged him toward the boat 
which Luisa had paddled from 
cover to meet them. 

The ship’s crew were lowering 
boats, but confusion muddled their 
efforts. Velasquez, who had recog¬ 
nized the voice of Cortez, snatched 
a crossbow and cranked it up. 

Chimk! He missed by a foot. The 
fugitives nearly capsized the frail 
boat as they tumbled into it. 

“Sangre de’Cristol” groaned de 
Duero. “We can’t get away—” 

“Bow, you fool, row! Grab the 
other oar»4” growled Cortez, 
snatching the pair that had al¬ 
ready 'raised blisters on Doha 
Luisa’s tender hands. 

“Where to? My God—!” 

“To the fleet, jackass! Where 
else?” It was now simple to Cor¬ 
tez. 

Simple, that is, if Velasquez’ 
crossbowmen did not pick them 
off. The gap was closing, despite 
the frantic efforts of the fugitives. 
Far off, ten ships lay at anchor. A 
shark’s fin for a moment disturbed 
the placid water. A wild shot made 
the fish dive. 

The musketeers aboard the pris¬ 
on ship were blowing their fuses, 
lowering them to the touch holes. 
Lead and smoke belched over the 
side; but the governor’s crossbow¬ 


men were far more dangerous. The 
range was becoming shorter every 
moment. De Duero was nearly use¬ 
less with the pars. 

“He’ll kill me!” Luisa was white, 
and her breasts ready to burst her 
bodice. 

De Duero was praying as he 
gasped for breath. 

“Peel off that dress!” Cortez 
growled. “Quick!” 

Then he quit his oars. His dag¬ 
ger flashed, ripping the dark gown 
from shoulder to hem. Luisa’s gen¬ 
erous curves blossomed golden in 
the sunrise. Even Velasquez 
learned new things about his mis¬ 
tress. He yelled, and the crossbow¬ 
men ceased firing, lest they hit the 
girl. 

“He’ll kill me,” repeated Luisa, 
shivering in the morning chill, and 
trying to hide as much of herself 
as she could from the dazzled pur¬ 
suers. 

“I doubt it.” Cortez smiled, sour 
and contemptuous. 

But Velasquez, cursing furious¬ 
ly, spurred his men on. The fleet 
was near now, but the governor 
was nearer. Once he gained enough 
to flank Cortez’ undermanned boat, 
the crossbows could cut down all 
but Luisa. 

TXE COULD already see the sol- 
A A diers and sailors of the fleet, 
crowding to the rail. He caught the 
flash of glasses; heard the yell of 
recognition as an officer’s exclama¬ 
tion told the men it was Cortez 
trying to escape from the prison 
ship. 

For some minutes now Velas¬ 
quez had had Luisa, almost bare 
from ankle to breast, staring him 
in the face. Then a bowstring 
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again twanged; with the ever 
changing angle, she was of little 
use as a shield. 

Cortez pushed her overboard. 
One scream, a splash. De Duero, 
glancing back, saw and abandoned 
his oars. Cortez knocked him flat, 
then bent to his rowing. He saw 
the deadly ripple and triangular 
blade of a shark’s fin. The gover¬ 
nor’s rowers were heading for 
Luisa. His archers were twanging 
at the shark. Velasquez had 
snapped at the bait. 

Cortez hoped they’d save Luisa; 
but that was aside from the issue. 
No man can mince matters while 
looking Destiny in the face. 

Only his will carried him on. 
And then the drumming in his ears 


became a cheer that spread from 
ship to ship. Ladders were low¬ 
ered. Strong hands helped him and 
de Duero over the side. Captain 
and crew, seeing Cortez snatch vic¬ 
tory from certain defeat, were cap¬ 
tured by the spell of his dark eyes 
and commanding voice; it made no 
difference now that they had be¬ 
come outlaws by sheltering him. 

“Sail at once, captain! Before 
the shore batteries fire!” ordered 
Cortez. Then, turning to de Duero: 
“Buck up, man, buck up! We’re 
on the way to conquer Mexico— 
what— Luisa? Hell, I’ve lost a wife 
and a sweetheart by your damn’ 
dumbness! And listen—I’m ap¬ 
pointing you treasurer. I need a 
good man to check in the loot.” 
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t 17) 


she flung herself at Mulcahy, beat¬ 
ing at his face with her fists, 
“Leave ns alone, you drunken 
beast!” she cried. “Go back to 
your liquor and your women, and 
leave us alone!” 

Mulcahy caught her wrists in his 
hands, but she struggled like a 
wildcat. The dressing-robe flew 
open, the top garment of the paja¬ 
mas flew open, revealing just what 
Mulcahy had known were under¬ 
neath it—two orbs of dazzling 
whiteness, and better shaped than 
Greta’s. The warmth and fra¬ 
grance of her, as she struggled 
with him, made Mulcahy frantic. 

He squinted at the little clenched 
teeth, within an inch of his face, 
and the red lips. He wasn’t sure 
Miss Strong wasn’t going to bite 
him, but he took a chance, and 
implanted a kiss firmly on those 
lips. 

Then suddenly Miss Strong 
went limp. She looked like a fallen 
angel now. Fallen? Mulcahy’s 
heart was hammering so fast it 
was like an imp thudding on a 
drum. He caught Miss Strong in 
his arms, and felt her supple, 
yielding body against him. She 
sighed, and looked up piteously at 
him. And then suddenly, as if with 
a supreme effort, she broke from 
him, and went running down the 
road with the swiftness of a deer 
toward the jungle. 

Mulcahy followed her. From the 
desperation on her face he was 
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afraid she was going to kill her¬ 
self. Anyway, he had orders to 
evacuate her, and this wasn’t 
evacuating her, letting her run 
into the jungle in her pajamas, in 
a land like Banda, where pure 
womanhood wasn’t likely to be re¬ 
spected when it was running bare¬ 
footed in pajamas. For both Miss 
Strong’s slippers had come off, 
and he could glimpse her distant 
figure, and saw that the pajamas 
were dropping lower and lower, so 
that there was the gleam of white 
flesh between the upper and the 
nether portions. 

Then Miss Strong had disap¬ 
peared, and Mulcahy was racing 
after her at top speed, and he had 
forgotten everything about the 
evacuation. 

Sometimes he caught a glimpse 
of her flying form, as he sped after 
her along the jungle path. Then, 
through the rattans, he caught a 
glimpse of the sea. Fear for her 
quickened Ms footsteps. Now he 
saw her again, running, like a 
nymph, among the trees. Miss 
Strong looked back, and saw him. 
She dove beneath an overhanging 
branch, tripped, and fell. Her legs 
had become entangled in the 
pajamas. 

A ND she was trying frantically 
to get them back where they 
belonged when Mulcahy caught 
her. He pulled her to her knees, 
and she looked at him imploringly. 
He bent and kissed her. “I love 
you, darilng,” he said. “I can’t help 
it. You’re such an angel. Never 
mind about that.” 

For Miss Strong was trying to 
pull the jacket of the pajamas 
over her bosom. Suddenly she 


"SPEED" 

is the 

modern 

word! 

There’s 
SPEED 
in the way 
we live. 

We want 
SPEED in 
our motor¬ 
boats, 

SPEED in 
our industry, 

SPEED in 
our airplanes. 

SPEED marks 
the tempo 
of the life 
of today. 

And we can 
have SPEED 
in our 

reading matter too! 
The SPEED magazines 
satisfy that 
craving 

of a war-time world. 

Be sure to read 
every issue of 
SPEED Mystery 
SPEED Detective 
SPEED Adventure 
and 

SPEED Western. 
January Issues on Sale 
During November 





106 


Spicy-Adventure Stories 


dropped her hands and looked in¬ 
scrutably at Mulcahy. He fell upon 
his knees in front of her—and then 
her arms were about his neck as 
quickly as his were about her 
waist. 

And then they both forgot 
time and place, for Miss Agnes 
Strong’s lips were closed on Mul- 
eahy’s with a tenseness that 
seemed to draw all the breath out 
of him. He could see her eyes 
glimmering like stars. The surge 
of the sea, the jungle noises were 
all a part of the mighty rhythm 
of their love. 

It might have been any time 
later when Mulcahy sat beside her 
and tried to stop her from crying. 

“I couldn’t help loving you,” 
she wept. “I loved you the min¬ 
ute I saw you, and I was so mad 
about that native girl that I was 
ready to kill you. I suppose you’ll 
go back to her now.” 

“Back to her? Why, she never 
was anything to me—I mean—” 

“Then how dared you bring me 
here, to the very spot where I 
found you making love to her yes¬ 
terday afternoon?” 

Mulcahy looked about him. It 
was the spot. But—but the-unfair¬ 
ness of the words made him choke. 

“Listen, darling,” he said. “I’ve 
got to get back to the others. And 
I’m going to take you with me. 
Tell me you’ll marry me when we 
get out of this—back to Tompkins- 
ville. Promise me.” 

“I suppose I’ll have to now,” 
said Agnes Strong. “Look, what’s 
that light?” she added. 

A FLASH-LIGHT was working 
somewhere down near the 
beach. Mulcahy watched. He didn’t 


know the Morse code or the Inter¬ 
national, but the person who held 
that flash was signaling something. 
Dot dash, dash dot. Again, a long 
string of dots and dashes. Instant¬ 
ly Mulcahy was on the alert. 
Quietly he left the woman’s side 
and stole through the jungle. 

Now he could see a dark figure 
standing just where the beach be¬ 
gan, about fifty paces to his left, 
and a second figure squatting on 
the sand beside the first. 

Hardly a bamboo rattled as Mul¬ 
cahy crept toward them. But in the 
dense jungle he could see nothing. 
He judged the place of his exit, and 
moved stealthily down toward the 
beach. He emerged within ten feet 
of the signaler. 

A clump of dead canes set up an 
infernal clatter as Mulcahy came 
out of the thick growth. The figure 
with the flashlight turned. Com¬ 
mandant Overijssel, of course! 
And recognition was mutual and 
instantaneous. 

If the Commandant hadn’t had 
to shift the flash to his left hand to 
draw his automatic . . . even so, he 
was quick as a cat in his move¬ 
ments. The automatic roared as 
Mulcahy was in the act of leaping, 
and his left leg buckled under him. 
It was the impetus of his leap that 
kept him going. He landed on the 
traitor’s chest before a second shot 
could come, and heard the facial 
bones crack under his third wallop 
of that night. Again, if the Com¬ 
mandant had dropped his auto¬ 
matic, instead of thrusting it into 
Mulcahy’s hand in the confu¬ 
sion ... 

Mulcahy twisted the weapon, felt 
the trigger under his finger, and 
fired. The first two shots evoked 
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spasmodic jerks and grunts, but 
after that it was just pumping 
lead into a dead body. 

And all the while a woman was 
screaming, and then Mulcahy felt 
the point of a knife slice through 
his upper arm, close to his heart. 
He swung-about. It was Greta, her 
face distorted with fury, the drip¬ 
ping knife raised in her hand. 

For an instant they faced each 
other thus, and then, with a shriek 
of terror, Greta dropped the knife 
and went bounding into the jungle. 

Out across the dark ocean anoth¬ 
er light was flashing, and Mulcahy 
knew what that meant. The Japs 
would be on the island by day¬ 
break. Already there seemed to be 
a pearly opalescence in the air. 

Forgetting his injured leg, Mul¬ 
cahy went stumbling back to Ag¬ 
nes. He found her, caught her in 
his arms and kissed her. 

“We’ve got to get to Govern¬ 
ment House,” he said. “I caught 
that Dutchman signaling and killed 
him. That? Oh, just a scratch. 
Our friend Greta was with him, 
and she tried to stick me with a 
knife. I guess you were right about 
her.” 

DEFORE they reached the town 
■ they heard the drone of air¬ 
planes overhead. Fire-flares began 
to fall, lighting up the entire scene, 
followed by the detonation of 
bombs. A spurt of fire rose from 
Government House. More bombs, 
and the droning grew less, but sud¬ 
denly the yells of the attacking 
Japs sounded in the jungle, an¬ 
swered by the crackle of the ma¬ 
chine-guns, 

Mulcahy and the girl raced into 
an inferno of light and lead, and it 


was just a miracle of luck that the 
men at the machine-guns recog¬ 
nized them in time. From the jun¬ 
gle on either side of the road came 
flashes of fire, and the savage 
shouts of the attackers, but the 
road was empty, and they dashed 
under a canopy of lead between 
the two groups of staring machine- 
gunners, up to the little lawn in 
front of Government House. 

Colonel Mildmay was standing 
there alone, watching the fight. 
The flares dropped by the planes 
had flickered out, but Government 
House was a pillar of fire, topped 
with a smoky plume. 

“Did you get the patients, sir?” 
asked Mulcahy. 

“I did. You’ve been a long time.” 
Mildmay glanced at Agnes, and 
dropped his eyes. She had fastened 
her pajamas, but she was too much 
for an elderly Colonel who had 
never quite thought of her that 
way before. 

The screaming of women broke 
out from somewhere on the other 
side of the house. Mildmay said: 

“The patients are in the native 
quarters. Perhaps you could take 
a look at them, Miss Strong. Mul¬ 
cahy, the best thing-you can do is 
to find a dead man, and use his ri¬ 
fle. It looks like what your novel¬ 
ists call—ah—‘curtains,’” he add¬ 
ed, as the girl vanished. 

Cursing, Mulcahy limped toward 
that part of the grounds from 
which the firing sounded heaviest. 
The buzz of bullets was an odd, 
sibilant undernote in the crash of 
the firing. 

“Lie down, you bloody fool!” 
somebody shouted; and now Mul¬ 
cahy saw that the ground was dot¬ 
ted with a line of prostrate men, 
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firing back at the dark forms mo¬ 
mentarily visible among the trees. 

A shell whined overhead and 
landed in the grounds, throwing up 
a pyramid of earth. Another came, 
and another, and another, and an¬ 
other. 

Mulcahy, flat on his face, a dead 
man’s rifle in his hands, heard 
somebody say, “They’ll rush us at 
daybreak.” 

Mulcahy fired until the cartridg¬ 
es he had found were gone. He’d 
have to look for some more, but he 
was feeling curiously weak and 
sleepy. The dawn was coming up 
fast. Hell, if he snatched a few 
winks of shuteye, nobody would 
know, and it wouldn’t do any 
harm. He dozed. It was all pre¬ 
posterous; everything had been 
preposterous since that torpedo 
crashed into the old ship’s hull. 
Nothing had been real since then, 
for here were Canuck and Welshy, 
grinning at him. 

“Was it a dream, or am I dead!” 
asked Mulcahy. 

“You’re not dead, darling, and 
the doctor says you’re going to 
live,” said a voice in his-ear. 

IV/fULCAHY opened his eyes. He 
was back in the hospital, and 
Miss Strong was bending over 
him. 

“What the—what the—!” asked 
Mulcahy. 

“Darling, you were unconscious 
and didn’t know. You see, that 
traitor thought he was signaling to 
the Jap navy, but it was an Amer¬ 
ican destroyer with two transports 
that had come to rescue us. They 
rushed the Japs at dawn and saved 
us all. Now don’t talk, do you hear 
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me? Everything’s all right, I tell 
you.” 

“But was it a dream—I mean 
that other part?” asked Mulcahy, 
and then he knew, from the look in 
Agnes’s eyes, that that part had 
been real. 

She bent and kissed him, and 
Mulcahy knew everything was 
quite all right, and they’d be mar¬ 
ried some day and go back to 
Tompkinsville. 

“How’s he doing?” asked a male 
voice in the doorway. 

Mulcahy uttered a gasp. Flint- 
face ! Old Flint-face, who had un¬ 
locked the brig and let him out 
when the ship was torpedoed! 

“You look as if you’re going to 
get well enough to be a disgrace to 
the Navy again,” said Flint-face. 
“Don’t forget, when you report for 
duty, to mention that you’ve got 
another week to serve in the brig.” 

“Y-yes, sir,” mumbled Mulcahy. 
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Commando 

{Continued from page 29} 

T^ENNY watched impassively as 
^ they wielded their whips. He 
saw Madeleine’s back cut into a 
mesh of bleeding gashes, and gave 
no sign. At last, when the girl 
fainted, still silent, under the 
blows, Sachs turned his fury on 
Denny. 

Denny’s science was swift kill¬ 
ing, but Sachs had a subtler one— 
wrecking the organism that is a 
man. When the lash failed of ef¬ 
fect, the kidney-punch came into 
use, and the kick that can rupture 
the spleen and fill the abdominal 
cavity with blood. These and 
many other refinements of Nazi 
lust. And Denny remained mute. 

At last, when it was evident that 
neither kicks, blows, nor lashes 
could revive him, Sachs rose and 
barked a command. It was then 
about two hours before the dawn, 
and for two hours past Sachs’s 
men had been busy about his com¬ 
mands in the village of Eestigat. 

They had rounded up the inhabi¬ 
tants, pulling them from their beds, 
all forty of them, men, women, and 
children. Many were bruised and 
bleeding, and all were in their 
night clothes. Women had been at¬ 
tacked and violated by the panic- 
stricken troops, who had seen in 
their commandant’s order the 
threat of their greatest terror—a 
commando raid. 

They had rounded up old Mere 
Juchereau, from her cottage, and 
Madame Pinard, from her little 
shop, and Bonnard, the baker, who 
had no flour, and the butcher, Rich¬ 
ard, who had no meat. The full 
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moon was bright and high, and they 
had lined up the inhabitants of 
Resitgat along the edge of a field, 
and given them spades, and order¬ 
ed them to dig. 

They were digging a grave, a 
common trench. Whether or not 
the women would be spared in the 
end, nobody could say. That de¬ 
pended on Sachs, and Sachs was 
oscillating between the desire to 
take supreme revenge, and the fear 
that Berlin might not approve of 
measures so extreme. 

As for the children, they stood 
apart, herded into a group by the 
soldiers. Even the Nazis couldn’t 
slaughter children, but it gave 
their captors a sadistic thrill to 
have the children watch their par¬ 
ents drop, riddled with machine- 
gun bullets, into a common grave. 

Madeleine was dragged there, 
and placed among the victims, 
singing, half-conscious, on the 
ground. And there they took Den¬ 
ny. 

They had worked their will on 
him, and, because he was now only 
the shell of a man, his spirit soared 
to meet whatever more the Nazi 
devils might have in store for him. 

He walked between his guards, 
deriding that battered, screaming 
body of his. Commando! It rises 
above the body. It is the last cry 
of heroism, the last challenge 
against tyranny and oppression. 
And it says, “Use that body of 
yours to its last ounce of power!” 

CACHS strolled between his two 
^ aides. He looked gloatingly at 
the line of captives. There were 
forty of them, digging a common 
grave. Ha, this would teach the 
subject slave-peoples the penalty 


for rebellion against the herron- 
vollc! 

“Dig, dig, you Breton scum!” 
shouted the soldiers, moving along 
the line, and belaboring the backs 
of the bent, submissive workers 
with their rifle butts. 

Now, though every inhabitant of 
Restigat understood exactly why 
he was so willingly digging his 
own grave, there was not one Nazi 
who understood. The people could 
have refused to dig, have been shot 
down instantly, and so have es¬ 
caped the protracted agony. But 
they dug with zeal, with a strange 
eager fervor. And the reason was 
such a primitive one. It was that 
they wanted burial in their be¬ 
loved soil of Brittany. And in the 
heart of each was the fear of dying 
above the soil. 

They were afraid of their bones 
being homeless above the earth, 
and they knew that their souls 
would find no peace then. It was 
the oldest of human instincts. 

And not one of them whimper¬ 
ed. They dug their common grave 
before the eyes of their children, 
and nobody spoke. They worked 
in the same dour silence that they 
had always shown the invader. 
That was what infuriated the Ger¬ 
mans most. They couldn’t under¬ 
stand why these Bretons didn’t 
whine and shriek for mercy. 

“Dig, scum!” shouted a soldier, 
digging his rifle-butt into an old 
man’s back. Then stooped to caress 
a dog with an injured paw that 
came slinking by. 

The long trench was dug. Now, 
under Sachs’s order, the Nazis 
brought up two machine-guns. 
Still, nobody knew whether Sachs 
intended to slaughter the women, 
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but the men were doomed beyond 
hope. The people of Eestigat 
watched Sachs in the same silence. 
Life was precious to all of them, 
even old Mere Juchereau, but at 
the same time life had become in¬ 
significant in the face of the Nazi 
horrors. 

Denny, straightening his 
maimed body, watched Madeleine. 
Nobody else mattered. She had 
taken Sachs’s tortures, and had 
remained silent. They had both 
risen above the body. And yet 
that body of hers, which he had 
held in his arms, was infinitely 
precious to him. 

Dawn was in the air. The moon 
was paling, the stars were pin¬ 
points in infinite blackness. 

TT came'upon them like a sudden 
A whirlwind out of the night. 
Perhaps fifty men, who had slit the 
throats of the sentries—fifty men 
with blackened faces, and wearing 
tennis-shoes, with automatics in 
their hands, appearing out of no¬ 
where, shooting, running amok, 
killing with strange, exotic means 
where bullets failed. 

The commando! The commando 
that wouldn’t.come unless the flare 
was shot from the hill. But it had 
come anyway, because Denny 
hadn’t come back. And it wasn’t 
like an ordinary army. It didn’t 
move with artillery preparation, 
nor by tactical rules. It was a 
little horde of screeching fiends 
that drove into the frightened Nazi, 
soldiery. 

And Denny drove his battered 
body into action. The machine- 
guns were already sputtering— 
and then they ceased the gun¬ 
ners dropped under the commando 


knives. Denny possessed himself 
of a knife—somehow, and he ran 
forward like a madman. Suddenly 
his racked body had become in¬ 
stinct with vitality and youth. And 
there was Oberst Sachs, waving a 
white handkerchief in token of sur¬ 
render ! 

“Kamerad! Kamerad!” Sachs 
shouted. 

Denny was alone, and Sachs still 
had his revolver, and his chief tor¬ 
turer was beside him, and the pair 
were crouching in the doorway of 
Madame Pinard’s empty store. 
Everywhere Restigat was aflame 
with slaughter. Old fowling-pieces 
had appeared magically, and 
kitchen knives, kept sharp, were 
taking toll of lives. 

“Kamerad!” shouted Sachs— 
and then he whipped the hidden 
automatic from his coat and fired. 
But that was play to Denny. He 
leaped, the knife flashed once, and 
Sachs collapsed screaming on the 
ground, half of him inside his body, 
and half of him spilled. 

The pistol of the Gfestapo man 
roared, and Denny felt the shock of 
the slug in his leg, and laughed, be¬ 
cause he knew he couldn’t die. 

But if he hadn’t tripped the man, 
he couldn’t have caught him. Den¬ 
ny knew he was too weak to run, 
but not too weak to slice a man’s 
throat the way one rips a melon— 
a very juicy melon. 

He looked at the writhing thing, 
whose scream of agony had died 
into a whistling screech, and 
turned and staggered toward the 
crowd of Restigat inhabitants who 
were moving back to their homes. 

Why shouldn’t they move back? 
They had nowhere else to go. They 
had been taken away, to dig their 
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graves and lie under good Breton 
soil, and now the sentence seemed 
to have been postponed. 

ITE found Madeleine among 
them. Madame Pinard, and 
Madame Bonnard, the baker’s 
wife, were supporting her, and the 
rags that covered her were stained 
with her blood. 

They tottered toward each 
other, and both sank to the ground. 
But it was Madeleine who support¬ 
ed Denny, because he was growing 
still weaker from his wounds. The 
night was gone now, and the gray 
of dawn was in the air. In the east, 
over the hill, the sky was red. 

They lay there, their arms about 
one another, mute, because there 
was nothing to say. All about them 
they could hear the shouts of the 
raiders, and the screeches of the 
dying Nazis, but they seemed in 
the center of a profound peace. 

She drew Denny’s head to her 
lap, and he was content to lie like 
that. And her arms were about 
him, and she was murmuring 
words of love, and Denny didn’t 
understand one of them, because 
they were not in the ordinary Eng¬ 
lish-French vocabulary. 

Somebody was shaking him by 
the arm, and he saw the face of his 
captain outlined against the risen 
sun. 

“Thank God we found you, old 
man. I was for calling off the trip 
when you didn’t show the flare, 
but the boys wanted to find what 
had happened to you. We’re mov¬ 
ing out now, and we’re taking the 
inhabitants. Think you can walk ? ’ ’ 

Denny, with the captain’s aid, 
tottered to his feet. Madeleine, be¬ 
side him, leaned her slim young 
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body against his, to support him. 
Then, in the new sunlight, Denny 
saw old Mere Juchereau, and Ma¬ 
dame Pinard, of the little empty 
store, and Bonnard, the baker, and 
Richard, the butcher, and the rest 
of Restigat’s inhabitants, lined up, 
together with the children. 

About them the young, keen¬ 
eyed members of the commando. 
On the ground, here and there, the 
twisted and eviscerated forms of 


the dead. 

“Well, let’s get going.” 

The column began moving slow¬ 
ly down toward the shore. And 
Denny, stumbling, with Made¬ 
leine’s arm for guidance, knew that 
he would get well. He would enjoy 
a little love again before the com¬ 
mando called him. What could one 
ask more? Madeleine’s lips were 
smiling. She had learned the les¬ 
son of commando too. • 
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Sheep’s 

Clothing 

{Continued from page 89} 

Tara quivered and drew back. 

“No, no!” 

“I was not gentle with Nahkla, 
but with you I shall be very gen¬ 
tle.” 

I drew her close and bent my 
head eagerly. Tara’s soft body re¬ 
laxed in my arms with a little 
breath of resignation to the com¬ 
pletion of her knowledge of why I 
was called Eater of Women, but 
my lips had barely touched hers 
and slid to her throat, when sud¬ 
denly she stiffened with a gasp. 

I looked up and Beige Lebec, 
greasy and gross and scowling like 
thunder stood on the threshold. 

“You should Still be sleeping,” I 
growled. “I was maldng certain 
explanations and I hadn’t con¬ 
cluded them.” 

Beige Lebec, still scowling, mo¬ 
tioned me upstairs to his private 
chamber. 

“Not until you agree that the 
soles of her feet are not to be mis¬ 
treated,” I stipulated. 

He scowled at the girl uncertain¬ 
ly. I am very valuable to Lebec 
and he doesn’t like to cross me. 
The Kashmiri maid read the inde¬ 
cision in his scowl and slid up to 
him with her hands folded meekly 
across her breasts, her lips quiver¬ 
ing. He took a short look into her 
upturned eyes and shrugged. 

“I shall leave your feet in your 
sandals,” he decided aloud. The 
girl sent me a grateful glance and 
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CEATED across his teakwood ta- 
^ hie looking more like an obese 
Buddha than himself, Beige Lebec 
outlined his business.. It was hard 
for me to listen because my ears 
would rather have picked up the 
swish of a Kashmiri maiden’s skirt 
and my mind was bothered. 

The story of how I came to be 
called Eater of Women had not 
been finished as it should have been 
and w T ould have been if Lebec 
hadn’t wakened prematurely as 
master-sahibs have a way of doing 
when they have a Tara in the house 
to watch. I do not like to go to 
the trouble of describing the un¬ 
satisfactory turn of events that 
afternoon in the Afghan hills with¬ 
out capping off the yarn properly, 
and I had never had as enchanting 
a listener as Tara. 

But Lebec commanded my atten¬ 
tion. “It is a difficult job this time, 
but you will be well paid. The Hill- 
men and Afridis beyond the Pass 
are brewing hell for northern In¬ 
dia. They have dug up a boy whom 
they claim to be the only living di¬ 
rect descendant of Mohammet—a 
grandson of old Abdul Hammid, I 
understand—and they’ve got him 
somewhere inside the Khyber. The 
hill tribes are going fanatic for a 
sweep into India and the establish¬ 
ment of a new Moslem empire with 
the boy as Emperor. They’ll fail, 
of course, but they can do a lot of 
damage first if the Red Sea Arabs 
join up with them, which they 
hope.” 

“Pretty mess,” I grunted. 

“Pretty. It’s your job to break 
it up before it begins.” 

“Eh!” That was a knockout. 
Beige Lebec turning patriotic and 


trying to break up a mess, when 
messes are what he lives off. 

“Strange as it may seem,” he 
grunted. “I want to know where 
that boy emperor is. He is some¬ 
where close to the village of Zak- 
kha Khel, which is the headquart¬ 
ers of the most important of the 
Hillmen chiefs, old Ibrahim Khan. 
Old Ibrahim, I learn, is the spirit 
behind the whole business. He is- 
wise enough to kno^v he can’t get 
away with it, but he thinks there 
will be a bit of looting for his peo¬ 
ple. You’re to get an eye on Ibra¬ 
him somehow and learn if you can 
where the spawn of the Prophet is 
hidden. You are the only man who 
can do it, because you know the 
Khyber dialects.” 

“They wmn’t have money for any 
of your guns or. condemned 
planes”, I said. 

“But the British have money. 
Much money. They’ll pay through 
the nose if I can send you to lead 
a raiding party to surround the 
hideout of His Moslem Nibs.” 

I looked at him sourly. “It isn’t 
a dangerous job, is it? Oh, no! Not 
at all! Butting into a lot of devils 
who have frenzied up their religion 
for a Holy War. The pay had bet¬ 
ter be good. ’ ’ 

“You can name your own fig¬ 
ure,” he said easily. “I’ll tack it 
onto the British.” 

That started me thinking. About 
the Kashmiri maiden downstairs 
and a certain unfinished job. 

“I’ll make terms,” I said. “Half 
in gold and half in girl.” 

“Make it clearer.” 

“Tara. She’s the girl half. The 
explanations you interrupted have 
got to be finished. ’ ’ 

Well, he didn’t like that bargain. 
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He said he had plans of his own to 
enjoy the companionship of Tara. 
He said it would depend upon how 
much he could hit the British, for, 
whether he could get enough for a 
solace, and I had to let it go at 
that. 

T GOT through the Pass without 
difficulty, being used to the Afri- 
di jellab, turban, and lingo. Outside 
the Pass I joined up with an Afridi 
caravan that. pretended it was 
headed for Mongolia. I wasn’t sur¬ 
prised when it became apparent 
that the caravan, carrying some 
important Pathan chiefs, was real¬ 
ly headed for Ibrahim Khan’s vil¬ 
lage of Zakkah Khel. 

It wasn’t as much luck as it 
sounds for out of the babel of 
tongues in the Pass I picked up the 
news that almost every caravan 
headed north was taking visitors 
to the wily old Khan. Tribesmen 
were tense with suppressed excite¬ 
ment and more than once I heard 


Menhai the Prince. Menhai the De¬ 
liverer. Menhai the Chosen of 
Mohammet. ’ ’ 

And while the caravan camped 
the first night in from the mouth 
of the Pass the provindahs who 
squatted in murmuring circle 
talked of Menhai, the Moslem 
Lord, about to rule India. 

Old Ibrahim himself received the 
caravan chiefs in an open space 
before his rambling low walled 
house in the center of the village. 

A patriarchial old scoundrel who 
had more sin behind his beard than 
a Christian knows about. 

With the coming of night I set 
about the job of finding a way into No,emes 
the walled-in precincts of the ram- 
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bling houses There would he con¬ 
fabs going on and I would need to 
hear only a little to pick up a lot. 
Let them talk long enough of their 
Menhai and they let loose a clew 
to his hiding place. 

Feeling safe in the village, pa- 
troled as it was on the outskirts by 
Ibrahim’s guards, the caravan pro- 
vindahs were noisily snoring by 
the time the moon was up. And by 
the same time I was prowling the 
shadows of the Khan’s outer walls. 
Easy to climb over and drop down 
into a dark spot, but not so easy to 
cross a court yard toward a white 
building where light shone under a 
heavy wooden door. But I made 
it and got onto a roof. 

I passed more than an hour 
searching corners and crannies 
and peering down into black wells 
of emptiness hidden within the 
walls of the big house. It was im¬ 
material that I had a dozen narrow 
escapes, so long as I escaped, and 
- came at last to a parapet-like wall 
that I could look over and down 
into a great room that was open to 
the sky. 

What I saw made me jump. 

T'kOWN there, bent on their knees, 
was a ring of Hillman chiefs 
and Afridi priests, my Pathan 
leaders from the caravan. Every 
last one wore a green turban, sign 
that he had made the pilgrimage to 
Mecca, and was therefore the best 
of his fellows. My eyes skimmed 
over these to the old khan, who was 
seated on a great mound of bright 
cushions, his long beard touching 
his knees. 

But my eyes didn’t rest on the 
khan. Behind him, on a platform, 
seated in a gilt chair, was a boy. A 


handsome, fragile youngster, in a 
green turban with a great jewel in 
its folds. A gold threaded jellab 
^concealed his figure, but I knew he 
would be slight, and knew, too, 
that I was looking down from the 
roof on Menhai—who was to be de¬ 
clared the boy emperor! 

So Old Ibrahim had him now in 
his keeping! News for Beige Lebee 
and the British. Fascinated, I 
watched while the green turbans 
made their obeisances until, at last, 
all had passed before their “deliv¬ 
erer,” touched his fingers rever¬ 
ently, and filed out into a court¬ 
yard and on into the night. 

Then the boys got up, a little 
wearily, I thought, and Old Ibra¬ 
him, and two or three of his elders 
who had remained in the room, 
knelt while he passed them also to 
fade into the dark courtyard. 
When he was gone, I realized sud¬ 
denly that the youngster had not 
said a word all the time I watched. 

I would have set promptly about 
the hardest part of the job—get¬ 
ting out of the house and onto the 
open plane headed back to the 
Pass, but movements of the kan 
and his elders, after the boy dis¬ 
appeared, held my attention. They 
were strange. The khan spread his 
palms for all the world as if he 
were saying in Pushtu, “That’s 
that!” One of the elders laughed 
in his beard until his shoulders 
shook. 

“What’s this?” I murmured to 
myself. 

Then a voice came up, the gut¬ 
tural voice of an elder, not the one 
who laughed. 

“May Allah be praised, all goes 
well—so far! Too well, my old 
bones tell me. What shall we do 
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afterwards, 0 Ibrahim? What is it 
your wisdom prepares for the day 
when there must he a reckoning?” 

When he finished, he pointed to 
the door through which the boy 
had gone. 

The old Khan stroked his heard. 

“I have taken long counsel with 
my wisdom, 0 Ali,” the khan said 
slowly. “The way is clear.” 

And then, after a meaning pause, 
the khan slowly ran his fingers 
across his bristly old throat. The 
gesture was eloquent. Someone’s 
throat was to he cut. There was no 
mistaking whose throat it was. 

Menhai, the boy descendant of 
Mohammet, was in for having his 
throat cut by these conspirators as 
soon as the day of reckoning for 
revolution arrived! It didn’t make 
me feel good. I liked the distant 
look of that hoy. 

But, it wasn’t my affair. The 
spot I was in had to be gotten out 
of. The courtyards now were full 
of lingering green turbans. No 
chance to escape the way I got in. 
And then I made a discovery that 
was startling. Shapes of women, 
unveiled, began to come onto the 
roof where I was. Now I have often 
wondered about a harem, having 
the mind I have, but I’ve never 
wanted to be caught on the roof of 
one. The khan wouldn’t have oil to 
boil me in, but plenty of camel fat. 

T MANAGED to steal along the 

parapet shadows until I came to 
an open skylight and I lost no time 
dropping through this into utter 
darkness. The odor of perfumes 
was pungent, and the smell of un¬ 
guents and hair oils. Still in the 
harem! 

I felt around the walls until a 
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door gave to a gentle push and I 
found myself in a long passage lit 
far down by a single candle brack¬ 
eted in the wall. Behind me the 
passage came to a dead end, I conld 
only go toward the candle. The 
khan’s women apparently were all 
on the roof, for the passage re¬ 
mained deserted and I began to 
hope that I would reach the door 
at the far end undetected, and that 
the room beyond would be empty 
with a window that would let me 
onto the ground. My hope was just 
settling down comfortably when a 
door creaked and a figure was sil¬ 
houetted against the candle flare. 

The figure of a woman! I was in 
for it. 

But when the figure moved on 
toward - the far door I was struck 
with a sense of strangeness. All 
at once I realized that the woman 
ahead of me wore no serai or ha¬ 
rem pantaloons. 

The garb of an aviator! 

And then I knew. By the very 
curve of the silhouetted hips, the 
poise of the brown head. Nahkla! 

I could only stand rigid and hold 
my breath. If she looked back I 
was lost. And if she went ahead, 
and into the door, I would have to 
follow, for there was no other way 
out of the corridor. I couldn’t climb 
back onto the roof. 

She didn’t look back. When she 
opened the far door she was bathed 
for an instant in a brilliant light as 
from many candles. Then the door 
closed and I crept up to it to listen. 

For a long time I strained my 
ears. There was no sound from 
beyond the door, but suddenly 
there were scraps of giggling 
laughter drifting down through the 
skylight and I was afraid the wom¬ 


en on the roof were preparing to 
descend. Where the stairs were I 
didn’t know, and in any event they 
would be beyond the door where I 
listened. 

I cast the die and pushed the 
door in. 

r THE splendor of the chamber 
startled me. Rich silks draped 
the walls, and candles hung from 
the ceiling in red brass cups. I was 
suddenly aware of why I had heard 
no sounds. 

In a corner of the room pillows 
were piled high behind curtains 
that shut in a wall recess. On these 
pillows the boy emperor was out¬ 
stretched, his jellab covering his 
slight form, his head resting on an 
outflung arm. He had not taken off 
his turban, but had dropped down 
wearily. 

And over him, silent and motion¬ 
less, stood Nahkla looking down. 
Her rigidity was sign that she was 
so wrapped in her thoughts that 
she hadn’t heard me come in. 

I searched for an exit but there 
was only one. An arched door that 
led to some other interior and 
which I could reach only by pass¬ 
ing the girl who watched the sleep¬ 
ing boy. 

I must have made a sound, for 
she turned suddenly, and we faced 
each other. She lifted her fingers 
to her lips to warn me into silence 
before her mind comprehended 
that not only a man had come out 
of the harem corridor, but that 
that man was me. 

When she recognized me, she 
gave a gasp and her eyes glittered. 

“You!” she whispered hoarsely. 
“Here, in the house of Ibrahim!” 

“You’ve got new flying breeches 
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I see,” I observed. “Hope you 
weren’t Embarrassed when the Af¬ 
ghans found you in my little dun¬ 
geon.” 

All the time, of course, I was 
trying to think up an idea of how 
to get out of this spot, and wasn’t 
succeeding. The boy had wakened 
and sat up, staring at me out of 
great round eyes. Nahkla had her 
ideas ahead of mine. Suddenly a 
knife flashed in her hand and she 
was at me like a tigress. She had 
to come far enough for me to be 
ready. Neither of us made a sound, 
for different reasons. I didn’t want 
to attract anybody else and say 
what you please, Nahkla had no 
right in the boy’s bed chamber— 
not in a Moslem household. Or so 
I figured it. 

I managed to get her wrist and 
the knife clattered to the floor. 
She had one experience of me when 
I wasn’t gentle and now she had 
another. We struggled over to 
the pillowed bed and the boy cried 
out softly in alarm, and then Nah¬ 
kla was in my arms, gripped like a 
vise. I held her a minute while she 
got her breath. Then I tilted up 
her chin with a jerk. 

“I don’t know how this is coming 
out,” I said, “but if we were alone 
in this room, I’d go on from where 
we left off in the Afghan hills. As 
it is I’ll have one good kiss any¬ 
way, just to prove I can take what 
I want.” 

I proved that and took my time. 
Her lips were just as luscious, but 
I had to threaten a spanking to 
keep her from biting. She relaxed 
suddenly and then I let her go with 
a laugh. The laugh seemed to hurt, 
for she gathered herself together 
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and came close; her eyes slumbrous 
and inviting. 

“This time,” she whispered, “you 
are master. I agree to—any terms 
—but you must come with me. Out 
of this room. I will see that you go 
free—for there will be plenty of 
time to remove Menhai. ’ ’ 

For some reason she was more 
anxious to get me out of the room 
than to see me captured. Eeady to 
agree to “any terms” and even to 
let me go free. It didn’t make sense 
and I said so. 

I reached for her, cut off her 
breath, and said, “Now, little one, 
you’ll show me the way out. Or I’ll 
leave more scars on you than I did 
before.” 

But I hadn’t counted on her 
strength. She tore free and opened 
her mouth for a warning yelp. Be¬ 
fore she loosed it the boy leapt up 
from the cushions, his jeweled tur¬ 
ban tumbling off. I heard him cry, 
“Stop!” in an imperious tone, but 
what else he said I didn’t know. 

The falling turban had released 
a cloud of ebony hair that glittered 
like black diamonds. The jellab had 
fallen open and there were two 
round globes where there shouldn’t 
have been on any boy emperor. 
And the tightly wrapped trousers 
of the Afridi noble revealed the 
contour of a thigh deliciously girl¬ 
ish. 

Menhai, the “boy emperor” 
about to be fostered on the faithful 
by the scoundrelly Ibrahim, was a 
girl! 

/YNCE again I stripped Nahkla 
^ of her flying kit. Bather, this 
time she stripped herself. Under 
the point of her own knife which I 


held at her breasts. Master indeed 
was I, this time. 

Menhai, who wasn’t Menhai at 
all, but Lenhai, her girl’s name, 
and really a forgotten Moslem 
princess if not a boy emperor, 
looked on meekly while the creamy 
whiteness that was Nahkla in the 
flesh emerged from her reluctantly 
discarded clothing. When Nahkla 
was standing disrobed and shaking 
with rage, I kicked the garments 
toward the little princess. 

“Put them on,” I commanded. 
“I’ll be watching Nahkla, not you. 
I’m saving you from getting your 
throat cut by taking you along— 
after you’ve shown me out, which 
you’ll do if you treasure your 
throat at all.” 

"W/’ELL, I tied Nahkla up again, 
” though I didn’t have to use my 
shirt this time. Little Lenhai 
seemed to have taken a fancy to me 
and, as it turned out, was only too 
eager to escape the fraud Ibrahim 
and his elders were practising with 
her. She was only too glad, too, to 
be instructed somewhat in the un¬ 
believer’s ways of love during the 
nights and days it took us to make 
the Pass, what with having to 
dodge the thousands of Afridis 
searching for our trail. 

When I took her in to Beige Le- 
bee and told him everything—ev¬ 
erything except about the softness 
of little Lenhai while she nestled 
in my arms for her occasional nap 
on the way, he was elated. “For 
her, and the unmasking of the boy 
emperor, the British will pay much 
more gold than I had planned,” he 
said. “Your reward will be hand¬ 
some. You have finished your job 
well.” 
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“But there is one job I haven’t 
finished,” I reminded him. “I 
haven’t finished telling my story to 
Tara—of why I am called Eater of 
Women. That still has to be done, 
and I ’ll go off to the British myself 
and tip them off that ‘Menhai’ is 
here, without asking any gold, un¬ 
less you transfer little Tara to me. 
I must finish that story.” 

He could have only one answer 
to that when he saw that I would 
he firm. 

But when I had taken Tara away 
to where we wouldn’t be inter¬ 
rupted for many, many moons, it 
turned out that the only story she 
was interested in was the story of 
those nights on the road and in the 
Pass with little Lenhai. She would 
never believe me when I told her I 
was fatherly only, my mind dwell¬ 
ing solely upon Kashmiri beauty, 
but I have long known that a wom¬ 
an does not think as highly of a 
man she can always believe as 
Tara learned to think of me. 
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Where Satan Is King 


THREATENED now by a war- 
fare in which it wants no part, 
the fabled country of Kurdistan 
will probably offer as little wel¬ 
come either to Allied or Axis 
troops as it ever offered to trav¬ 
elers during the years of peace. 

For Kurdistan, in a remote cor¬ 
ner of the. Iran that used to be 
called Persia, is a strange country 
inhabited by strange tribes. They 
dislike outsiders, they despise 
modern ways of living—and they 
worship the Devil! 

Satan-worship is the religion of 
the Jezidees, on the theory that 
God is good and benevolent, and 
it would be futile to pray for in¬ 
dulgences from a Supreme Being 
who is already well disposed. But 
believing that all ailments and mis¬ 
fortunes are the work of the Devil, 
these strange people argue that 
they had better spend their time, 
money and sacrifices in trying to 
humor the Evil One into being 
easy on them. 

. Even the traveler from Chris¬ 
tian lands must pretend to fall in 
with this belief; for unless he 
shows great respect for Satan he 
will lose his life; 

Kurdistan is one of the most 
barbarous and inaccessible places 
on the globe, far beyond the reach 
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of roads, railways and civilization. 
And the land of the Jezidees is the 
wildest section of Kurdistan. In 
this weird region there are 
strange, ancient cities of stone 
protected by frowning ramparts 
where the Devil-worshippers have 
dwelt since the dawn of history, 
and where they defend themselves 
against investigation by the out¬ 
side world. 

The oldest document concerning 
this strange, bloodthirsty sect con¬ 
sists of stone tablets covered with 
cuneiform figures stating that 
Ashur’s troops penetrated into the 
land of the Jezidees—and Ashur 
was a King of Assyria in Biblican 
times! 

The present religion of the 
Jezidees retains the principal fea¬ 
tures of the ancient devil-worship. 
For centuries they have repre¬ 
sented Satan in the more attrac¬ 
tive guise of a beautiful peacock, 
carved from a block of gold and 
gorgeously ornamented with 
jewels. There are seven species of 
this idol, each one worshipped in 
each of the seven principal cities 
of Kurdistan. 

Live chiekens are slain as sacri¬ 
ficial offerings to the peacock idol, 
and it is rumored that human vic¬ 
tims sometimes replace the chick- 
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ens. It is very likely that 
rumors are based upon tru< 
for scores of explorers havi 
ished in that wild land, 
return to civilization, 
he no doubt that these 
travelers were murdered by na¬ 
tives; and it is reasonable to as- 
• sume that many such 
were of a sacrificial natui 
offerings of a religion based on 
demoniac perversion of a world¬ 
wide belief in God and the Devil. 

Only in the case of the J( 
the Devil comes first! 


Read next month of 
the strange possibility 
that Adolf Hitler 
may have come into 
possession of the 
“Black Books ” of 
the Jezidees and 
have become 
thereby the Devil 
incarnate. 
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